
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at |http : //books . google . com/ 



/9¥/^Z.Z'^.3S' 




- *■ 



' 'l% V 



■f^ 










"■ ■■*»' 



• # 



m 






->■ 



TRK BKTTSR LIFB. 

Let me no longer Ufa, 

On what the world (Om give : 
Mid the rank leave* the grov'l^ig tiwnrf dweUa* ^ 

Till with onfiildad wia^ 4 

It leeka the flowen of ajning^ 
Quaffing the neotar from their fragnnt cella. 

Thus woold I live no more 

Th« life I lov'd before; 
The heir of heaven muit live for heaven on earth t 

Taming with heavenward flight 

From things of sense and sight, 
To joys exalted as his heavenly birth. 

Then when I'm called away 

To realms of endless day, 
To the bright mnnii^ps of the blest above : 

Thepathof&ithrvelnd 

Shall lead me to my Qod, 
To the fall vision of Eternal Love. 
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TO 

MT ADOPTED CHILD, 

Tnpng fbat ihe may seek and fiod Hie graoe of 
ofor LoBD JsfUf Chriit to adorn the prineqplei 
imperfectly aet ferth in the fbUowing pages, by the 
lovely consisteiicy of her own praotioe, this Tohime 
is dedicated with all die tendeniess of paternal 
by 

T&i Author. 






Some of the Reviewers, while they have written very 
kindly, and in terms of high apprpval of a late volume 
6f mine, had found fault with me for writing about 
persons in the upper classes of society. I think it 
well to say that in '' Margaret," and in the volume 
which is now offered to the public, I have purposely 
done so. I love to write for the lower and middle 
classes of society ; and I might refer to the pages of 
"the Fool's Pence," "the Beer Shop," "Katherine, 
or the Sunday Newspaper," &c. &c., which have been 
published by the Tract Society, and which I know 
have been instrumental, under God's blessing, of much 
good, as proofs of my aniuety to benefit the poorer 
classes. But I am naturally, I might almost say, un- 
consciously, a close observer, and I have seen in the 
upper ranks of society much that is inconsistent with 
a Christian profession. They have also immortal 
souls, their station is one of peculiar peril, and our 



blessed Lord has addressed sbint of his severest 
aiflmointions and most awful warnings to them. Their 
influence is great, their example of considerable im- 
portance, their responsibility before God is propor- 
tionate. ^ 

I have, therefore, endeavored to write also for 
the noble and the rich ; and to«attack, with ** weapons 
which are not carnal but mighty through God/' Ihe 
strong holds of the adversary among the worldly and 
among those who are lovers of pleasure more than 
lovers of God. I cto only pray, with all my heart, 
:faat He veithout whose blessing no effort even for His 
^wn cause can succeed, may accompany the following 
narrative. 

St. Peter's, Chester. 
June 5, 1845. 
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CHAPTER THE FIB8T. 




LETTER frcttii Lady Mary,^ 
said Miss Arden, raising her eyes 
to her brother, who sat opposite 
her. 

" And I have no doubt a letter 
worth reading, Susan," replied Mr. Arden, " but 
as I have a ride of eight miles to take before ten 
o'clock, perhaps you will allow me to have a 
dish of tea?" 

" Dear Frank, pray forgive me ; but I was 
so intent upon my letter that I had quite forgot- 
ten you were waiting for breakfast." The tea 
was poured out, and again Miss Arden took up 
the letter. 

"Am I to hear nothing?" said Mr. Arden, 
as his sister continued reading, but in silence. 
!• 
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** Hear «othing ! my dear brother y«u are of 
course to hear every thing. Pray read the letter 
yourself. I can wait to finish it ; or shall I read 
It aloud to you?" 

" By no meajis, Susan, just tell me in a few 
|srords its contents* if you can make ^digest of 
a lady's long letter ; not, however, that your 
correspondent ever writes wordy or unmeanii^ 
letters." 

" Lady Mary claims our promise to visit her 
in the course of this month, and she tells me 
that Caroline and Rushtoa and Geraldine sjtt to 
be at Deercourt in a few days. But here is an- 
other letter,',' she continued, " which I have not 
yet opened* from Caroline herself-^wbich fella 
us," she added after opening the lettei><— " that 
they will be here on their way to Deercouit.t?E>r 
day-— are you not delighted, Frank?" 

" Of course I am, Susan, for I hail their re- 
turn fxoax Italy, 'and hope they have had enoi^h 
of foreign lands, and will now settle down qui- 
etly in their own country; though I doubt it. 
But I hate surprises, and I wish they were com- 
ing to-morrow instead of to-day. You never can 
be ready to receive them at so short a warning, 
aud you must not depend upon me, for I shall 
not be back from Merton till three o'clock at the 
earliest." 

" Dear Frank* when did I ever depend upon 
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you? and as to being ready to receive them, 1 
aftt almost ready now. The yellow room was 
occupied only yesterday by the Vemons; and 
as for Oeraldinef she will sleep in the French 
bed in the chintz room, which you know is al- 
ways well aired for any chance visitor.'* 

" But, my dear Susan, what are you to do 
for meat and drink for such a party? For I^ 
dare say there will be some fine mincing French 
miss of a lady's-maid, and a puppy of a valet to 
give more trouble to you than their master and 
mfstress." 

" Leave all that to me," said Miss Arden 
calmly. " I can arrange every thing with ease, 
and when you come back from Merton, you will 
find me ready to write- for an hour or two for 
you — unless, indeed, you will leave me the last 
chapter of your manuscript to transcribe in your 
absence, for I shall have plenty of time to finish 
it before your return. Will you teU me where 
to find it — ^in the deep drawer of your writing 
table, I suppose ? " 

" You are the best sister in the world, Su- 
san," said Mr. Arden, putting the key of the said 
drawer into her hand, and fixing his gaze with 
a smile fiiU of affection on the calm sweet coun- 
tenance of his sister. ^ "I don't know what I 
should do without you, Susan ! and as &r the 
dear Rusht(») party, forgive my fussiness, I know 
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jdb.will have every thing in all that beautiful 
order which you are famous for, and all appa- 
rently without an effort* I know not how it is, 
but you are so good a. manager of time, that you 
are always ready for every thing, i^nd yet never 
in a hurry. I do believe, Susan, if I were call- 
ed upon to set off* for India to-morrow, you would 
^ave every thing ready for me to go before to- 
night" 

" If I were to go with you, dear Frank, not 
otherwise. But pray leave off' talking of India, 
and think of your ride to Merton. You must^ 
really eat and drink. Your breakfast is almost 
untouched, and you look pale and worn this 
morning ; you have had a week of fatigue, and 
I tell you positively you shall not set out in your 
present weak state for Merton without proper 
nourishment. Yes, I insist upon your eating at 
least two of those eggs — they are from my own 
Guinea-fowls, and Ae first they have laid this 
year. And now tell me, what am I to say to 
Lady Mary ; for I shall write a few lines to her 
this morning ? " 

" You must tell her, that, God willing, we 
shall certainly pay our promised visit with much 
pleasure, but not till the week after next. I 
must go to London to see about the printing of 
my book, early in next week; and I cannot 
leave the parish till I have seen something of 
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my new Curate, who is to come to-morrow. *< 
must hear bmi preach, you know, more than- 
once, and you must take him about the parish - 
in my absence, and tell him where the sick and 
the infirm are to be found. But I have every 
confidence about Mr. Harris, I know that he has 
been well trained by his good father, and I think 
I can teU what he is from his letters. He i^. 
humble, Susan, a lovely, but rare grace in these 
days. Shall I call at his lodgings in my way to 
Merton, and see that every thing is in order?" 

" You can, if you please, my dear brother, 
but I found every thing beautifiilly neat only 
the day before yesterday, when you expected 
him to arrive, and when, at your request, I went 
to see if Mrs. Foster was prepared to receivie 
him." 



14 
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CHAPTER THE SECOND. 




^TILL in the world, and still of the 
world, my dear Caroline?" said 
Mr. Arden — " is it not so ? " Mrs. 
Rushton and her brother were sit- 
ting alone in the large pleasant li- 
brary of the Rectory ; she had just arrived. 

His sister replied by another observation, 
and not by answering his question — ** Still as 
caustic, and still as sharp as ever ! my dear 
Frank." 

" I know it, I know it, Caroline, but I have 
as much love as ever in my heart for you and all 
belonging to you, though I have a dry harsh 
manner. There is, I humbly confess, too much 
of the old, sour crab-stock about me !" 

" And I," replied Mrs. Rushton, " though you 
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haye not yet preyailed on me to think as jflMfdo, 
I am T^^rong in calling you severe ; for I am quite 
sure you do love me with ^ warmth and tender- 
ness passing a woman's love. And I am so 
(flighted to be with you again, Frank, to take 
my old place by your fireside, and hear your 
dear vdce and see your dear old face, that I 
think I would rather be rated sharply by you than 
piaised by others. Your letters were such a 
comfort to me when my dear child died I Nay 
I freely confess, Frank, they were more than a 
comfort to me, they have loosened the hold of 
the world upon my heart — ^but I know you think 
that I have been slipping back again into the 
vortex, as you call the world. The fact is, Franks 
one cannot make ^eself unlike other people. I 
have met one or two persons while I was abroad 
whose religion made them almost insufferable, 
and I have quite a dread of being righteous over 
much. 

, '* My dear Caroline, this, let me tell you, is 
the cant of the world. As for affiction, it sobers 
and saddens the feelings, but it does not change^ 
the heart ; no power but the grace of God can 
do that. I appeal also to your own common 
sense when I say that you have no right to judge 
of religion by the infirmities and inconsistencies 
of its professors. We are all inconsistent and 
smfiiL I am sure I am with my vile temper and 
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my bitter speeches — ^but we have one perfect pat- 
tern in our Lord Jesus Christ, and it is our duty, 
and ought to be our delight to aim at being like 
Him. There is no stumbling-block in His words 
and actions, and we have no business to make His 
weak vain disciples our stumbling-blocks and to 
tumble over them. Find me a single feult in 
our blessed Lord, and I have no more to say ; 
but till you can do this, don't be so unfair as ,to 
lay the blame of the errors and inconsistencies of 
His disciples upon Hini, and the reUgion which 
we are taught in His word." 

"But you know, Frank, that so few perscms 
give us the same impression of religion which 
the history of His life portrays 4 " 

** And, therefore," replie#~her brother, ** 1 
suppose you would have me come to this con- 
clusion, that because no human creature has ever 
succeeded in being perfect, no one is to aim at 
perfection, and, therefore, that the best thing we 
can do is to give up the attempt and walk quietly 
on in the broad way, the end of which you are 
well aware is destruction. No, Caroline, every 
child of God must endeavor to get the principles 
of religion rooted in his heart, and then he must 
try to carry out those principles into all the rela- 
' tions of life — and it must, if it be genuine, sweeten 
his temper, subdue his pride, mortify his vanity, 
and make him a very different sortof person fipom 
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what he is by ^^tur6• But I have done, my dear 
sister. . I see that you can scarcely suppress a 
groaiir-»and here Is your husband coming, and 
that tall girl, I suppose, is my niece Geraldine. 
Susan I see is with them — ^they must have met 
her as they came through the village." 

Colonel Rushton and his daughter had left" 
the carriage about a mile from the village, at the 
foot of a steep hill, and Mrs. Rushton had arrived 
at the Rectory alone. The party had been for 
some years residing on the Continent, and had 
been only a few days in England. The meeting 
of the relations was a most affectionate one. 

(Jeraldine came rilrming in first. "Dear 
unde," she said, throwing her arms round his 
neck, and looking up into his face, " I am so 
very glad to see you, and my own very dear 
aunt Susan. And how well you both look, you 
are really two evergreens." 

" A very true description, sweet one," said 
her uncle, patting the blooming cheek of his 
lovely niece. " Susan and I do, I reaUy beUeve, 
verify in your eyes the description which De Lisle 
givesof the evergreen, deuil de I'ete, for when you 
are all in the heyday of mirth, and — ^and folly — ^no 
I should say of the world's summer season, we 
look dark and stem, the very deuil de I'ete in 
your eyes. Is it not so, my darling girl ? " 

" NO| no, uncle, you are too hard upon us. 
2* 
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I am sure I love all your looks and WiAs, tod 
you are always kind to me ; and as for auttt 
Susan, if she is like any evergi^een, it is ttie-Gfainiei 
xose on the southern side of this deaf ohi l^aorSOn- 
age, which I admired as I came in— ^^€Uid wMic^b 
is as fresh and blooming with its delicales flowers 
as ever." 

" Here is an evergreen, if you will, child,'* 
daid Mr. Arden, grasping the hand of Colonel 
RushtcHi, and after giving it a hearty shake, sur- 
veying his brother-in-law from head to foot. 
" Well, Rushton," he added, " I must ackttow- 
ledge that you wear well. You are as erect and 
as muscular as you were \vhen last we parted. I 
thifak, however, that I see a few crows-feet in 
that honest weather beaten face of yours, and a 
sprinkling of grey hairs about your brow. Dear 
Caroline is thin and pale." 

"O, but mama is so much better," said 
Geraldine, "am't you dear mama," and she cast 
a look full of affection on her mother, 

" To be sure she is, darling," said her uncle, 
" and she will be soon well and strong now that 
she has come. to live quiedy in her own country, 
and has done with French cookery, and French 
doctors, and I hope with all doctors." Colonel 
Rushton defended French cookery, and his wife 
spoke highly of French doctors. 

" WeU, well," said Mr. Arden, " I dare say 
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I am speaking of what I know nothing, and, foi 
aught I can tell, you may be right. Our village 
doctor 16 as worthy a. man as I ever met with, 
but I think Susan effects more cures than he does, 
though her chief medicine is what they call kit- 
chen physic — and our old Betty roasts mutton 
and boils potatoes so well, that I am out of con- 
ceit with all other cooks." 

"And Betty's mutton and potatoes," said 
Miss Arden quietly, " will be overdone, and her 
temper a little tried, if we are not ready for 
dinner in half an hour, so that I must take you 
at once to your rooms." 

" And now, my dear Geraldine," said her 
uncle, as he drew his chair toher side that even- 
ing, " what have you to tell me after your long 
absence ? " 

" O, I have much to tell you," she replied, 
laying down her work, "but first I have some- 
thing to show you," and she placed an elegant 
looking volume on the table before him. 

"Your sister Julia!" said Mr. Arden, as 
Geraldine opened the book, and his eye fell upon 
the lovely portrait before him. " By the bye, 
Caroline, let me hear something of Lord Lyndon." 
Mrs. Rushton was eloquent iaher praises of her 
new son-in-law. 

" He is rich, is he," said Mr. Arden, " a cleai 
income of twenty thousand a year— and hand- 
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aoxixef and good-tempered, and the marria|[e 
meets with your full approval — but he haar a 
flool, I suppose, and does he know its value, and 
the claims of Him, who died to save it ? " 

" Of course, bf course !" replied Mrs. Rush- 
ton emphatically. 

" No, my dear sister," said Mr. Arden so- 
lenmly, *< it is not of course that a man is conscious 
of the worth of his soul, and the preciousness of 
thd ransom paid by God's own Son for his soul." 

" Nay," she replied, " I don't mean that it is 
of course thkt Lyndon is all that you would re- 
quire ; but he is very attentive to his religious 
duties in going to church, and setting a good 
example, and all that sort of thing. I assure 
you, we all think well of him. I am sure you 
would like him, Frank — ^we like him so much ! " 

" I dare say, Caroline— and our Lord loved 
the young ruler who went away, when he called 
upon him to fbUow Him. I wonder what your 
young nobleman would have done in such a 
case !— but I will not pre-judge him, or any 
man, I only hope that your fair Julia has made 
what our Lord would have deemed a good 
marriage." 

There was a pause of some minutes, and 
then Geraldine turned over leaf after leaf of the 
book of titled and beautiful portraits, looking up 
evezy now and then for her imcle's opinion as 
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she made her. comments on each successive 
picture. 

When she bad done turning over Jihe por- 
traits, Mr. Arden quietly pushed away the book. , 
" Vanity of vanities I ** he said, very gravely, 
as he did- so. <' This idolatry of form, seems to 
me the prevailing mania, of the present day. I 
think of it with sorrow of heart. It is k bad 
symptom. It is the same in society, in books, 
and in pictures ; every one dwells upon personal, 
beauty, every one bows in this idolatry of the 
outward form. It is the same, I am told, with 
the stage of the playhouse — ^with the lips — die 
pen — the pencil — all is description and admira- 
tion of person. What is that you are murmuring 
to yourself, Susan," he added,- turning to his 
sister. 

Miss Arden did not immediately reply, but 
Geraldine repeated her words, *<And upon all 
pleasant pictures ! " ^ 

" You are right, Susan. You, who never find 
fault with any one, agree with me here I know. 
Sad, sad pFoof of a superficial taste in the cha- 
racter of the age. But I have said enough, and 
perhaps too much. I am glad you are taking 
Geraldine to Deercourt. She will find a health- 
ier state of things there ; at least with regard to 
some of the family. Susan and I have promised 
to join you at Lady Mary's in a short time. I 
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am glad, dear child, that you will 8^6 in Ladjr 
If aiy and her daughter, ^iss Grandison, tvi^ 
lovely specimens of the genuine Christian charac- 
ter. You seem to have been unfcotunate in the 
religious characters you have met with abroad ; 
good people after all, I dare say, though I fear 
they did not exacdy adorn the doctrine they pro- 
fessed. I think I can promise you that you will 
not ' find any occasion against Lady Mfury and 
her daughter, except you End it concerning the 
law of their God.'" 

" What passage of Scripture are you quoting, 
Arden ? " said Colonel Riishton, looking up from 
his book, " for I have an idea that you, as well 
as Susan, have given us a text." 

" You are right," said Miss Arden. " Those 
words were the text which my brother preached 
from last Sunday. They are the fifth verse of 
the sixth chapter of the Prophet Daniel — and I 
should like you to read the sermon. I shall lend 
it to Colonel Rushton, Frank ; that is, if he will 
read it." 

** Read it, of course I will, if you will lend 
it Susan, and I will return it to you before break- 
fast to-morrow morning, for I am still an early 
riser. I always like to hear Arden's sermons, 
they are fuU of thought and feeling, which is 
more than I can say of the effusions I am gener- 
ally doomed to listen to." 
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« All very goodi" said he, as he laid the ser** 
xnon oa the breakfast table,, beside Miss Arden. 

" An excellent sermon, my dear Susan, well 
reasoned out, and the application of the subject 
very striking, but I must confess that it soars 
above me in most parts — ^you are too straidaced 
fijr me ; indeed, you and your brother seem to 
expect perfection. Still I like the sermon, and 
it- is full of original thoughts, some of which will, 
I suspect, stick to me like burs." 

"Say like arrows, my dear Rushtoti," re- 
plied Miss Arden, " the bur sticks to the coat, 
the arrow pierces to the heart" 

"I have read and returned your sermon, 
Arden," said Colonel Rushton, as Mr. Arden 
entered the room, with Geraldine leaning on his 
arm, her hand full of roses, and a bloom, as 
bright as the flowers, upon her cheeks. " While 
you and Oeraldine have been round the garden, 
Susan has been lecturing me in her quiet way 
as sharply as you would have done in your ser- 
mon. But where is your sister Caroline, for she 
has not yet made her appearance here." , 

" O, mama is coming," said Geraldine ; ** she 
threw open her window and spoke to us as we 
crossed the lawn." 

"And scolded me," said Mr. Arden, "for 
letting this pet of mine wet her feet on the dewy 
grass. But there, go child and change your 
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shoes, for though Robin woke me at five this 
morning in mowing that same lawn, and sharp* 
ening his ^the under my window, I dare say 
those French shoes of yours are damp ; another 
time, child, remember to put on a pair of stoat 
suitable shoes like your aunt Susan's, and then 
you may perhaps be permitted to take a walk 
with your old uncle before breakfast through the 
fields where you used to play when you wfere 
last here, without any risk of catching cold fix)m 
wet feet, and without bringing me under the 
frown of a sodding mother." 

"What are you looking for, Susan?" said 
Cdonel Rushton, as he rose from the breakfast- 
table — " for the sermon ? I laid it down close 
to your gloves when you were putting the tea 
into the teapot." 

" And I moved it with my gloves to that 
table in the window," said Miss Arden. 

" And I took it from that same table, dear 
aunt," said Geraldine, looking up and smiling — 
"And more than that, uncle," she added, shaking 
her head, " notwithstanding your grave looks, I 
mean to keep it — at least till I have read it as 
well as papa. You will meet us at peercourt, 
and then I may or may not return it to you. 
Yes, I will return it, when I have copied it. I 
just glanced at the text, and that determined me 
to commit the theft." 
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" Do not call it a theft, my dear Greraldine,*' 
said Miss Arden, '^I caiicel the oSence, Ha I 
>^ giye you leave to take the sermon, and lend 
you another which is a singular favorite of mine. 
It is on this text, Gdraldine — * Let this mind be 
in you which' was also in Christ Jesus.' Bead 
those sermons, my sweet child, with prayer for 
the influence of the Holy Spirit to impress them 
upon your heart. They .were written and 
preached with that same prayer, and coming as 
they did &om the heart of the writer, they will then 
win their entrance into the heart of the reader." 

"Dear, good Susan ! " said Mr. Arden, as his 
sister quitted the room. " What a lovely spirit 
is hers ! I wish that t were like her. You are 
very like in person what she was at your age, 
my darling Geraldine." And as he said lids, 
he kissed the clear white forehead of his youth- 
ful niece. " May God give you grace to be like 
her in heart and mind. You will then have 
learnt as she has done, that one thing is needful, 
and you will have made, like her, your deliber- 
ate choice of that good part which shall not be 
taken away from you. When I look at my gen- 
tle sister Susan, I see that the Apostle's words 
axe fulfilled in her— "The Lord of peace Him- 
self has given her peace always by all means.* 
May the same peace be yours." 

" They are indeed a happy pair," said Ger- 
2 3 
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ialdine to her mother, as the carriage passed 
through the gate of the rectory grounds into the 
high road, and she drew back her head 6x>m 
the window, having caught the last look of Mr. 
Arden and his sister, who stood watching the 
carriage as it drove away. "Are they not hap- 
py, mother ? " Her eyes and her mother's were 
filled with tears. "O, how I hope that I may 
be one day like my aunt Susan. Did you ob- 
serve the esrpression of my uncle's face when 
he said it was his wish that I might be hke her t 
Harsh and hard as his features are, in their usual 
expression, I think his smile is quite beautiful — 
it changes the whole character of his face — it is 
the light and the peace coming from within, and 
making the dull outward lineaments beautifhl 
with their brightness ! " 

Her mother sighed, but did not speak. 

" Some silver, some silver," said her father, 
as the carriage stopped, and he stooped down 
from the box, and knocked at the window. 
** Franz has mislaid his purse— quick, Geraldine 
— ^give mQ some money, or will you pAy the 
turnpikes?" 

Geraldine's purse was at hand, for just be- 
fore their departure her kind uncle had drat^l^ 
her aside into his study, and filled it with gold. 
Geraldine payed the turnpike, and the carriage 
rolled on. 
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I T was towards tbe close of the 
day, tbe canioge of the travellers 
was slowly ascending a long hiU. 
Colonel Kushton was walking by 
the road-side, every now and then 
kerning to the window to make a remark or sn^ 
H ifuestion. When they reached the summit of 
Ihe hiU his servant opened the door, >afid he took 
Ufl seat beside his daughter. 

<«So at last, dear papa," said Greraldine, " we 
are to have isome of your company. I assure 
:3fou mama and I have been complaining more 
ibsn once of your aJbsence, and saying how dull 
it was without you ! It is very kind of you to 
^ve up the fireiA free air and come and shut 
yourself up with us." 
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** What beautiful lanes we have been pasa* 
ing through, and now we are come out upom 
the very kind of country that I most admire-— 
this hiosui heath, bounded on either side by hiUs 
and woods ! " 

**What a fine old mansion that is, risiog 
above the trees to the right, and what can that 
building be standing among the dark pines which 
skirt the heath ? Really, father, if we were not 
in England I should take it for a monastery, 
it is so very like the one we visited in Italy. 
Father, it is a monastery, for a monk — ^he must 
be a monk, he is in the dress of the Cisterstian 
order — ^has come out from the pine grove, and 
is crossing the smooth lawn in Iront of the mo- 
nastery, and has just entered by that little side 
door. And hsten, father, a deep toned bell is 
tolling, perhaps for vespers." 

" The house," said Colonel Rushton, " is one 
I have often visited — ^it is Ravenshurst, the fami- 
ly place of the Altons. But as for that beautiful 
gothic building below, which is undoubtedly a 
monastery— ancient as it appears, I am certain 
it was not there when I was last at Deercourt : 
and how it came there on the Ravenshurst estate, 
I cannot make out ; for the Altons, though one 
of the oldest families in the county, were always 
staunch Protestants. The old people died a 
year or two ago, and left an only daughter, an 
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heiress. Tou must remember seeing her at 
Rome, Geraldine." 

" I remember a Miss Vere Alton, now you 
menticm the name, father, a pale interesting girl, 
she was married soon after we first went to 
Rome, to the Prince Belmonte. Geoxgiana 
Howard was one pf her bridemaids." 

*^And thus the mystery is made plain," said 
Mrs. Rushtoh. "The young countess is no 
longer a Protestant, and having doubtless become 
a zealous Romanist, has built that noble monas- 
tery." Such was, indeed, the fact, not a very 
uncommon one in these days of error and degen- 
eracy fix)m the true faith. 

" And now, father," said Geraldine, when, 
they had done talking about the monastery and 
the changes in the Alton family, "do tell me 
something about Deercourt, for I see we have 
left the heath far behind. We seem to have 
been coming by a very gradual ascent to the 
ridge of a long hill, which commands a magnifi- 
cent prospect. There is, indeed, every feature 
• in the country beneath us, to form a grand and 
beautiful landscape— hills of quite a mountain- 
ous character — amasses of wood clothing their 
sides, or stretching along their bases, and that 
broad and noble river, with what gracefiil sweeps 
it follows the windings of the bvely valley 

3* 
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distant?" 

<* We have atill some four or fiye. milgp tc^go 
aloog dm bieaatifulzidge^" said her &tber, ^^ w4- 
th^a tlM! zpad winds by a gradual descent to igl 
broad* texmce, haJ^f-way down th^ hiU — J)^sxr* 
court stands upon that terrape» and it is. cexfrnii^ 
OQB: of: the: fiuesi; places uk thia CQunty. Hh^ 
house always, reminds me of Audly £lfi|l« whi&b 
yoii. adinjbceii so much when we acocMnprnioji, 
youiT: brather on. his:: fixst goin^ to. Cambridjgp i. 
hxit, the situation is more imposing,, and. ibgi, 
country is. altogeUier of a different, chawcterr-- 
the park is very beautiMt with its hw&iQ^ 
gipves and rocky heights^, lowering; abq^ the 
dee|» gTieen valley and rapid river." 

"Have yoo, ever b.eei;i ai BfeetQauit;!. n^b 
thl^r?" said: Geraldine* 

"'Xes,J' iioplied Mrs. Rushton, " but i^i vepgf: 
iMg tinie ago. Somethiiig or other h^ts ^Iw^^i 
prevented my accepting the repeated invitatipM 
I Imm received to Deercourt. I have,.boweveijk, 
Bpio^ faint recallections of a. visit X oncie paid: 
tbeia'WJlhi my grandnu>tber3, who. was the imtirv 
smb fiiepd of Lady Mary*s mQther-iurla,w. 
^ieiiiieiBl. OrsModisoa was then, a boy some ^'^MB. 
«l4^^im: mysdf ; I recollect his playij]|gwitb» 
mmtm'l mikw iima^ thic^ cqjrpot of ^QCict^ 
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spacious saloon in which the ladies passed their 
mornings." 

*• But you know Lady Mary well, mother?" 
"And like her very much, Geraldine; but 
to tell you the truth, much as I like her, I rather 
dread this visit. She is so very, very good." 
" But so very kind, is she not ? " 
"Yes, my love, I quite agree with you ; there 
is 9. kindness so genuine in the very first look^ 
the very first word of Lady Mary, that as soon 
as I meet her, I forget her strictness." 

" Well, well, Caroline, I am very much of 
your mind," said Colonel Rushton. " But it is 
a matter of regret to me that a woman of Lady 
Mary's, rank and influence,, and one so fitted to 
adorn society, should mope herself almost to 
death, as they say she does in- that coimtry 
place. I hear many complaints from some of 
ber old friends about her religious exclusiveness ; 
and the Smeatons, when we met them at Rome 
last winter, were really bitter in their way of 
speaking about her." 

" But they are bitter about most people, are 
they not, father ? " 

" Yes, there you are right, Geraldijie, I don't 

like them or their opinions. I never did. You 

know Lady Mary's story of course, Geraldine ?** 

" Indeed I do not ; pray tell it me." 

" I thought that I had told it to you, but wa 
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have been abroad ^o many years among fereign 
scenes and foreign people, and you were such a 
mere child when we went, that I can account 
for your never having beard it. Oeraldine, I 
hate duels, but they are necessary evils." Here 
Mrs, Rushton protested against the necessity of 
any such evils. 

" Very well, very well, my dear wife, have 
it your own way. And now, Geraldihe, I wifl . 
go on to my story." 

<< I was once a second in a duel, and in that 
duel General Grandison fought and died. I did 
every thing I could to prevent that fatal duelj 
as Lady Mary is well aware, otherwise she 
would never have endured the sight of me. I 
was a young man then, at least ten years junior 
to her husband, who was my ColoneL One 
night. General Grandison and a Mr. Blackburn 
came to high words in the House of Commons. 
The General called on me when he left the 
House. He told me that much as he abhorred 
duelling, there was nothing for it, in the case be- 
fore him, but to have an immediate apology, or 
to fight I tried to be a peace-maker, and so 
did George Heron, (Mr. Blackburn's second,) 
but we tried, nay labored in vain. Every thing 
was arranged ihat night before the General 
w^nt home, and early the next morning the duel 
was fought. General Grandison received what 
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soon proved to be his death wound. He desired 
to be carried at once to my lodgings* Tour dear 
mother was at Tunbridge Wells, and we had 
no house in town that season. I shall never for- 
get that dreadful morning. The poor Greneral 
had been placed upon a shutter, for the wound 
was of such a character that the surgeon said 
he could not possibly be moved in a carriage. 
You may imagine my dismay when I tell you, 
that on crossing the road near Grosvenor Oate, 
we came all at once upon Lady Mary, who had 
been walking with .her children before breakjQsust 
in the Park. §he looked hard at me for an in- 
stant, and then walked on. I wad congratulating 
myself on our not having been recognized, when 
I saw her stand still for a few moments. She 
turned back — ^it was to give the children to the 
care of her servant, and to send them home. 
She then waited quietly till we again approach- 
ed her, and as we passed, she silently beckoned 
to me. Hardly knowing what I did, I pretend- 
ed not to notice her signal, and walked forward. 
In another minute, some one clasped my wrist, 
from behind, and gently, but forcibly detained 
me. It was Lady Mary. « A horrible suspicion 
has fixed itself on my mind,' she said. * I scarce- 
ly know why, except, indeed, from the expres- 
sion of your countenance as you looked at me, 
and then averted your gaze. Is any thing the 
2* 
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matttu: I' Ae aaidt almost g^piBgf> ' Ikly hmr 
band"^i(n. it he thai I see stretch^ iq^iiii tbat 
sliitfter t gpealfi^-do tell xoe at once.. I qiwoQlL 
baair this suspense. If it is as I dreads I vxMst 
S6QISL know, the worst. I must, theireferq^ hfst^ 
to bear it now. What has happened 1 for sooie- 
tWng very dreadftil has happened.' I tdd her — 
a duel ! * And the cause ? * I told her. . * Ajud 
the wound t ' I told her as much as I d^ur^» 
*No,. no»' she said, deal with me plainly, iii* 
mercy do so, that I may look at once tp Godj^ to 
nothing short of him.? I told her that he had 
perhaps only a few hours tplive. For a mom,en( 
sha agai& seemed to gasp for breath* Then 
she looked after the litter. * Where^ whei^ acQ. 
they carrying him?' she cried wildly. I told 
hep to. my lodgings. « Captain Rushtpn,* sbft 
said, endeavoring to regain her calmness, * h^ 
must be taken at once to his own house. Go to. 
him,! and teU him as calmly as you can, thajt I 
know what has happened — ^that I will not give 
'^y, or do any thing to excite or agitate himr>^ 
that I am gone home,, and shall be ready tp re- 
ceive him by the time you can bring him.. Ga 
to him instandy^' she added^ * and do not leave 
hmu' I was turning away at her desire, when 
I saw a look of such unutterable anguish upon 
her pallid bee that I stopped. I thought^ toQ» 
tfaflit dMH was. sinkings for she had caioght bold Qi 
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the iron balustrade of the house near which we 
were standing ; but she recovered herself in- 
stantly, and passed me with a face of marble 
paleness but with regained composure, and with 
hurried steps. When we arrived in .Grosvenor 
Square, we found the door of the house standing 
partly open. Lady Mary was waiting in the 
hall perfectly calm, and from that moment till 
the time when she received his last breath, and 
then sunk in so deep and long a swoon, that we 
feared she would never awaken from it — ^her 
sweet and admirable self-possession never failed 
her. She waited upon him — read to him — 
prayed with him — what did she not do, that the 
most tender, the most mindful afiection could 
inspire? Geraldine, she is an extraordinary 
woman, and I am glad you will see her. She 
has but one fault. She is one of your saints ! " 

They were now approaching the end of their 
journey, and Colonel Rushton called his daugh- 
ter's attention to the enchanting landscape, 
which was opening upon them. They began to 
descend into the domain of Deercourt. The 
road had been made to wind in a series of gal- 
leries with such skill, that though the length had 
been almost doubled, the abrupt steepness was 
scarcely perceived. When half way down th^ 
hill, the carriage turned into the park, and the 
whole road, from the lodges where they entered 
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to the old mansion, was bordered by a doable 
avenue of magnificent trees. 

"Father/* said Geraldine, as the carriage 
passed under the broad gateway, " Deercourt is 
more like an old palace than a private residence.'* 

" It is a fit residence for a noble spirit," said 
Mrs. Rushton, " and Lady Mary Is a woman of 
a noble spirit, but I agree wittf you, Henry, 
somewhat too much of a saint." 

Lady Mary and her daughter received them 
as old friends. She knew that Colonel Rush- 
ton had been the friend of her husband, and he 
was esteemed by her for her husband's sake ; 
he was also joint guardian and executor with 
herself for her children, and his presence was 
necessary had it not been welcome. For more 
than five years, however, they had not met. Mr. 
Grandison had come of age, and it was neces- 
sary that his guardians should meet on business 
of importance, and Colonel Rushton had come 
from Florence on that account. 

" Grandison will be here very shortly," said 
Lady Mary, when inquiries were made for her 
son, " he is only in the grounds, and there is a 
friend with him whom you will be glad to see. 
A very dear friend of yours, who has kindly 
consented to come and meet you." 

They wondered who this friend could be, 
but Lady Mary answered their inquiries by 
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saying, " Oh, he will soon be here to answer 
for himself." The unnamed guest was Colonel 
Rushton's second son, the intimate fiiend of Mr. 
Grandison, and the meeting was a very joyful 
one, for they had not met for a long time. The 
son had been reading hard, and had just taken 
his degree at Oxford. He was improved in 
every way, at least so his parents and his sister 
thought when they looked at him, and heard 
him converse, and found his manners towards 
them so affectionate and gende. 

" He is not the least morose or bigoted,'* 
said Mrs. Rushton to her husband when they 
were talking together over the events of the past 
day in their own room that evening. " And his 
manners at once modest and ingenuous, and yet. 
manly. I must say I never saw a young man 
so improved." 

*' Yes," said Colonel Rushton, thoughtfully, 
"difficult as you call me in general, I have no 
fault to find. Arthur has the manners of one 
who has been in really good society, and he 
speaks like a young man who has thought of 
something beyond dogs and horses. I never 
knew him so respectful and attentive to myself 
as he has been to-day. ^ He is no longer the com- 
mon-place, rattling young man that he was." 

"Is it study that has changed him?" said 

the mother, " oi those religious views which we 
4 
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have so much dreaded. It seems he has beeii 
often here, with his friend Grandison, and Ger- 
aldine reminded me that in one or two of hU 
letters he said so ; but I had forgotten it. Aud 
what do you think of your former ward ? " conr 
tinued Mrs. Rushton. 

"Think of him!" replied the Colonel, "I 
can dp nothing but love and admire him. lie i^ 
his fether — the same noble, decided character^ 
the same life, or I might almost say, fire in. 
every look and every tone of his voice, with a 
sweetness and even mildness which was the 
only thing my dear old Colonel wanted. In 
short, Caroline, there i$ a charm about those 
two young men which has taken my heart by 
storm. I did not expect any thing of the kind. 
I thought, to tell you the truth, that we should 
meet with sour or gloomy looks, and have every 
now and then a lecture, and be obliged to mind 
our P's and Q's; but here I find Lady Mary 
and her daughter and her son the most agreea- 
ble persons I have met with for many a long 
year ; and added to this, my own dear boy in- 
vited to meet us to give us such a delightfiil 
surprise, and he is so improved in every way 
that " — (he dashed away the tears as he spoke 
with the back of his hand.) " I tell you what, 
my dear Caroline," he added, " if these are 
your saints, I think I shaU never use the word 
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^: way of ridicule again, or. perhaps I onghi, tA 
flisgr, in coiD^mpt. I almost woader that an; 
Gpe can dare to do so; but then there are few 
like this family, and many, too many, like those, 
absurd Manbys, whom, we caipe across so oi^n 
last year in Switzerland." 

Arthur Rushton stood for a few minutes at 
bis sister's door that night, as they parted to 
retire to- rest; and as they parted she said to 
him, " I don't know how it is, Arthur, but the 
concluding sentence of your last letter has been: 
before me all this evening." . 

" I don't even remember it, dear girl/' h§ 
answered, *^ but I should like, as it has had so 
much weight with you, to hear what it was." 

"It was," replied Gieraldine* " 'Make msk 
one promise when you come to Deercourt, aja<jl 
that is, to judge for yourself*' X wil) judge for 
myself," said Oeraldine, and she sat lost in 
thought, till her maid having finished her at^ 
tendance, and waited some time in. silence, ask- 
ed if there was any thing for which she wa» 
wanted. Geraldiue was glad to dismiss hen 
She took up one of the bdoks which lay on h.ex 
table, and drawing her chair near to the. &xe^ 
she sat down. She had not looked at the tide 
of the book she held in her hand, but the sim- 
plicity and earnestness with which it was writ- 
ten foed her attention* first to one passage and 
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then to another; and there was an ease and 
earnestness about the book which unconsciously 
pleased her. At length her eye was caught by 
the words, ** Almost Christian/' and she read 
on>; ** There is no class of persons for whom a 
Christian feels more deeply than for those among 
yourselves who deserve the appellation of Al- 
most Christians. The reason is obvious, he 
can well enter into all your feelings, all your 
difficulties ; he once stood where you are stand- 
ing. Yes, we scruple not to avow that there 
was a time when we had the same earnest de- 
sire to receive the whole truth as it is in Jesus 
which many of you now present experience, 
and when we were deterred from it by the same 
feelings of natursd unwillingness and distrust." 
"Is this true or not?" said Geraldine to herself. 
She was conscious of sincerity of purpose, but 
that was all her religion. She confessed to 
herself that the things of God were still among 
the undefined and the unreal to her, affording to 
her neither satisfaction nor support. Again her 
eyes fell upon the open page — "Be not then 
contented with a religion now which you will 
find worse than worthless on the great day of 
account. I say worse than worthless ; because 
' while a course of open sin destroys both body 
and soul, a course of half-religion does worse; 
for it equally destroys, but it deceives while it 
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destroys, and at the very moment that you are 
treading the downward path, from which there 
will be no return, it fools you into the belief 
that you are step by step ascending to the towers 
of the celestial city, but avoiding the toil and 
the difficulty and the dangers with which all but 
yourself are daily struggling." Geraldine read 
on, *< Alas ! in what manner does God Himself 
view you. Alas ! He sees the whole family 
of man only in two vast and widely separated 
companies, as pardoned sinners in Christ and . 
as rebel sinners out of Christ. I need not de- 
clare to you in which of these the almost Chris- 
tian has taken his fearful, his appalling stand. 
You may imagine yourself very near the line 
which separates these widely differing compa- 
nies, but narrow as that line appears to mortal 
eye, to the eye of God it it is a chasm infinitely 
wide, infinitely deep, by human aid utterly im- 
passable. And yet one earnest faithful prayer 
to God from a broken and contrite heart, one 
firm and decided resolution, inspired by the 
Spirit of Grod, to close with the offers of your 
Redeemer, to devote all that you are, and have 
and shall be, to His service, and the everlasting 
arms shaU be placed beneath you, and the heal- 
ing wings of the Sun of Righteousness shall 
wave above your head, and the power of the 
Omnipotent Spirit shall be exerted in your be- 
4* , 



jSL th& impassable gulf shall; be cioa0^4h 
■w^ /ou shall. not oply be ahnost, but. altogptbfij:^ 
^hii^t's. WiJH yoa then refuse tBfe offer* wilL 
j;o^ quench the stjrong spirit, wiU you.keep bauck, 
tie rifling prayer-, and decline the dedication. oC 
yourself to Him who died for you on the cros9>, 
svad.now so freely invites you. to the arms pC 
Qis mercy ? " At= another time Geraldine might, 
have read these words, without thinking th^mi. 
over,, or troubling herself about them — ^but it waw 
opt so that night. Afiected deeply, affected Bven 
to the heart., she sat for some time silent and 
thoughtful, then her. tears began to flow, and. 
when she knelt down to her prayers, perhaps it» 
was the first time in her life that she really 
prayed from her heart. 

Geraldine rose at an early hour the next 
morning. Her maid found her almost dressed* 
sitting in her dressing gown at the open window. 
Her Bible was in her hands, and she was so 
deep in thought, that Marguerite had been some 
minutes in the room before she was aware of her 
presence. 

Mr. Arden had been mistaken in his supposi- 
tion that his sister would bring a pert French 
lady's-maid with her from abroad. Marguerite 
was a modest and truly pious Swiss girL She 
had been brought up with care by her poor and 
widowed mother, apd she had left her home 
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itf^her.oouitf,i7^mtbe hope o£ addioj^ to^tb^ 
C9m&>jts o£ h^r mother*, and euabhing her si^to^ 
tQ nscelye a superior education*. Mr3« Rasht09i. 
lybQ hiad heeu pleased with the sweet; and gemle? 
mspspers^ of Marguerite,, had hired her when, at; 
liiBLUsaiwe, on her first going abroad, to wait upoQi 
I^.r. two daughters, and Marguerite had wch:^ thi^ 
QWifidpnce and respect of the whole figaiily, nofe 
ojAj by her unpretending and. aopfiistent piel^. 
but by her unvarying attention to. the. want£t c^ 
ber ownmother. Year after y^ar she bad broughtf 
two-thirds of her wages to Colonel Rushton, ten 
be„ transnjitted through his banker, to her mothei?';; 
and though on the maxriage of the elder Mi^ei 
Rushtpn,. sihe bad taken Aimable» the sister; qS 
Marguerite,, t^ be her maid; stilLthe siame sv^m. 
of napngy wasi reguljaxly sent by Marguerit^t^^l^^ 
mother. 

Geisaldine had often felt ashamed of bei- own, 
ftivolity and worldlioess when she reflec$ed«. a|M 
she Qould not at times avoid doings on the ckh^^ 
duct and the pursuits of Marguerite, and wfaea.' 
she read the letters, which the young Swi9je^' spode 
received from. time, to time fisomM. M-r — r4.-»tbit 
good old pastor of her native village. Mqcb of 
the adviqe which he wrote to the servajn^ wim 
needed by her young mistress ;; but Geroldtfie 
was, conscious that while Margasisl& QsdjeaKoiiQdf 
to follow that advice with her wbolier hi^^^, dm-- 
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herself was liring in the daily neglect of it. She 
was too ofl;en discontented and fretful, though 
living with indulgent parents, and with scarce a 
wish ungratified ; too often impatient and unjust 
in her behavior to her servant ; but Marguerite, 
though away from her mother and her home, and 
in a state of dependence, and unkindly treated 
by one of her fellow servants, was invariably 
gentle, sweet-tempered and obliging. Geraldine 
was too often led by her love of pleasure to enter 
j^ into that ungodly dissipation in a foreign land 
which even the common custom of her own 
country discoimtenanced, but Marguerite was 
steadily and • quietly going forward in the one 
plain path which she had walked in when a mem* 

ber of M. M 's little flock. For instance, 

Geraldine and her parents had been frequently 
Sabbath-breakers, both in Italy and France. On 
one Sunday, (only one — ^for they were ashamed 
to make a second attempt,) they had offered 
money to Marguerite to pay for her going to some 
theatricfid entertainment, but the decided, yet 
respectful refusal of their young maid-servant, had 
been a tacit reproof to them, and they had felt it. 
Marguerite saw with delight that Miss Rush- 
ton was reading her Bible, and she could not 
lielp remarking the imusual seriousness and gen« 
Ueness of Geraldine's voice and manner when 
she spoke to her. 
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" I have been thinking, Marguerite," she said, 
" that I should like you to bring your French 
Bible into my room every morning, and we wiU 
read it together ; you shall learn to read it into 
English, for I wiU read to you verse by verse 
out of my English Bible, till you get accustomed 
to the language. I am, alas ! too ignorant my- 
self to instruct you, but we can converse together 
on what we read in God's word. You will not 
mind coming to me an hour sooner, for I know 
you are an early riser, and then we shall have 
plenty of time for reading." 

" And I am sure. Mademoiselle," said Mar- 
guerite, " that your mama will permit me to go 
to her also a little earlier that I may be in time 
for morning prayers ; for I believe, from what 
Mrs. Green, the housekeeper tells me, that the 
family are very punctual as to prayers, and never 
wait for any one." 

" Well, Marguerite," said Geraldine, " I shall 
not detain you long this morning, for you see I 
am almost dressed. I have only to do my hair, 
and want very little assistance from you. To- 
morrow, remember, we wiU begin reading our 
Bibles together." 
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CHAPTER THE FOIJBTH. 




TBtINK you must be tired, Setfr 

* mother," said Geraldine, puttix^ 

i|her head in at her mother's dress- 

Ung-room door. "You ^are not 

^accustomed to long walks, and 

we have taken a very long one to day." 

"I am a little fatigued," replied her mother^ 
"but we have two full hours to dinner timet 
and I mean to sit quietly here till I dress* 

"And I should like to come and sit with 
you," said Greraldine. "I have brought a book, 
if you would like me to read aloud ; and my 
work, if you would like to sleep; indeed, I 
think you would be much refreshed by a doze 
in that comfortable chair." 

"O no, dear Geraldine, I have not the least 
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jbdkiation to steep, and 1 shall be very glad tt> 
katre you with me ; ctoly before you sit do\0ii, 
will you give me that footstool for my feel. 
ThaAk you, that wiU do. I am now quite com- 
fortable. Yes, you may close the window, for 
^dl& 4air is rather chilly. What is the book you 
have brought with you?" 

/*It is one that I found in my room,*' said 
©eraldine ; "a volume of Biunt's Lectures." 

^*0, Henry Blunt, of Chelsea^ I suppoise," 
Said Mrs. Rushton, *<just the boc^ I should like 
you to read to me, Geraldine, but, I think, not 
now." 

"Perhaps you would like me to read to you 
one of my uncle Frank's sermons, mama. I 
can get it immediately." 

"No, pray don't go, read it to me, if you 
please, on Sunday," said her mother, "but I 
am tired just at present, and to tell you the 
truth, not much in the mood for a sermon ; you 
know, Geraldine, there is a time for every thing. 
Suppose you work and talk to me, and tell me 
how you like Lady Mary, and how you get on 
with Miss Grandison, for I saw you were walk 
ing with her, and in close conversation together 
all the time." 

"I like Lady Mary very much," said Ger* 
aldine, "and I am not the least afraid of her, 
as I thought I Aovld be. I quite agree with 
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what you efaid about her, that there is a kind^ 
ness BO genuine in her every look and word that 
it is impossible not to like her." 

" There certainly is," replied Mrs. Rushton, 
<*but she has strange notions, on some subjects, 
as I found £rom one or two of her observations 
to-day. I said nothing, out I could not agree 
with her. Indeed I think it is bad taste to talk 
about religion. Let people think as they please, 
I would not interfere with any one's opinions ; 
let them have them, and keep them, and let me 
keep mine. Religion, Geraldine, is a thing of 
the heart." 

"But if it is really in the heart, mother," 

said Geraldine, "if, as M. M said, in one 

of his letters to Marguerite, * if the well of living 
water be there it must spring up, even with its 
own never-ceasing and up-springing life ; and 
not only out of the abundance of the heart will 
the mouth speak, but that energy of inward life 
will flow forth from the looks and give a new 
character to the actions, and a new direction to 
the whole course and current of the life.'" 

"Marguerite and her good pastor," said 

Mrs Rushton, "are both of them, I suspect, 

Homiers. But I have not a word to say against 

either of them. As for Marguerite, she is an 

I excellent young woman. I never knew her 

'' Talue while that worthless creature Coralie was 
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about me^ viiih her smooth looks, and her vile 
insinuations against poor Marguerite. I scarce^ 
Ij ]^as8 a day without a fresh discovery of some 
of her thefts. It is well for her that we did not 
bnng her with us to England, for I am sure 
your father would have sent her to prison : and 
yet X 9m ashamed to own, she had obtained 
such an influence over me, that, had I not seen 
her with my own eyes opening my jewel case 
with her false key, at Boulogne, I should never 
have been persuaded of her guilt. But I said 
I would not speak of her again. I must own to 
you, however, my dear Geraldine, that your 
maid has taught me to respect even a Methodist. 
I am sure I entirely agree with one of Lady 
Mary's observations, that * There is no principle 
to be depended upon but religious principle.*" 

**Do tell me, mama," said Geraldine, "is 
not that picture over the chimney-piece in the 
library, the portrait of General Grandison?" 

There had been^ a long pause in the conver- 
sation, and notwithstanding Mrs. Rushton's pro- 
testation that she was not at all inclined to sleep, 
she had yielded to the inviting comfort of h^ 
large arm chair, and the warmth of a bright firei 
and had sunk into a veiy agreeable doze. Ge- 
raldine had more than once repeated her ques- 
tion before she zeceived a reply from her mother $ 
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the drowsy tone ia which that reply was given 
made her raise her head from her work. 

"Dear mama," she cried, "I am so very 
sorry to have disturbed you." 

** Disturbed me ! " said her mpther. " Why, 
I have been actually asleep ! , Pray talk, and 
don't let me fall asleep again ; and now tell me 
what you were saying. Picture — what picture ! 
O yes, in the library, that is General Grandi- 
son's portrait, and very like, him." 

"And like his son," said Geraldine. "Miss 
Grandison is not like him, nor is she like her 
mother. Do you know I thought her quite plain 
at first, but she has the charm of countenance 
in a remarkable degree." 

"I thought her downright dull and disagree- 
able," said Mrs. Rushton, "but I soon discover- 
ed my mistake : she is the most well-bred and 
lady-like girl I have met with for years ; but no 
wonder with her mother's example before her. 
Dear Geraldine, I wish you would copy Miss 
Grandison on one point. Your fault is a certain 
little officiousness of manner. I know you will 
not misunderstand me, my sweet child ; but , I 
have often told you of it. In your manner to me 
it proceeds, I know, from affection, and even 
from an anxiety to anticipate my wishes, but you 
have it with strangers, and then it appears to 
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*me to come from a want of self-possession. You 
are over attentive to people for whom you do 
not dare a straw, and you say too much. Eliza- 
beth Orandison has hit the right medium. She 
seldom speaJcs except when she is sjpoken to, 
and then she does speak with a modest ease 
and intelligence, which is quite engaging. She 
does not put herself forward in any way, but 
she is awake to all the little acts of an obliging 
spirit. Last night, for instance, when I asked 
you to look for my glomes, you were so taken 
up with something that Ardiur was saying to 
you, that I had to speak again and again, and 
when you rose up, ycJh made your father get up 
from the sofa where he was talking on busi- 
ness to Lady Mary. Miss Grandison brought 
the gloves to me ; though I spoke in a low voice, 
she had heard me the moment I spoke, and rose 
at once, but so quietly, that I had not an idea 
she was thinking of me or my gloves ; without 
disturbing any one she had found them, and 
brought them to me. It was the same when I 
admired her beautiful work, and said that I was 
very stupid in learning any kind of work, she 
came and sat next me immediately, and I really 
wondered at her kindness and patience in teach<- 
ing me to do it." 

Not a shade passed over Geraldine's face as 
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die listened to her mother's commendatioQ of 
Miss Grandison. 

"I sincerely thank you, dear mama," she re- 
plied, <* for all that you have said ; and I know 
this," she added with a smile full of affection, 
^'tjhat if I did not admire Miss Grandison for 
her own sake, I should be inclined to love her 
for^her attention tx> you. I well remember what 
made me so inattentive. Arthur was talking to 
me about Lady Mary, and about that good old 
clergyman, Mr. Yaughan, and his daughter, who 
are X^ady Mary's most intimate friends. He is 
the Vicar of this parish, and he and Miss Yaughan 
are very often here." 

"Is Miss Yaughan a young woman, Geral- 
dine 9 but no, I know she is not. She is, if I 
remember rightly, about your aunt Susan's age. 
Her father was your uncle Frank's tutor when 
he was a boy. I have seen him, but not his 
daughter. General Grandison and Lord Heron- 
dale were also his pupils ; and the former gave 
him the living of Deerhurst. But, Geraldine, I 
fear we shall be late. I think I hear your fa- 
ther's step in his dressing-room. Do see if he 
is there, and tell him I wish to see him befi)re 
he begins to dress — and look as you pass at my 
watch, it is on the toilet-table, and your father 
set it by the clocks at this place last night. And 
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by-the-by, Geraldine, I knew I had something 
!» say to you. Put on one of your plainest 
dresses— that ,brown velvet which Madame Le 
Noir sent you from Paris last year. We were 
both a little over dressed last night. There is 
no occasion to imitate the * severe simplicity' of 
Lady Mary and her daughter, (and yet they look 
8o elegant that I can admire it in them.) Still 
we might as well reserve Le Noir^s last dresses 
for Herondale. They are altogether thrown 
away here ! " 
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CHAPTER THE FIFTH. 




ND do you see no society?" said 
Mrs. Rushton ; the question was 
addressed to Miss Grandison. 
They were alone in the library. 
" We have not a large circle of 
friends in this immediate neighborhood," she 
replied, " however we are not often without guests 
or visitors. We are expecting our own clergy- 
man to-day, and one or two other friends. I 
think you will like Mr. Vaughan, but I believe 
you are acquainted with him ; he is an old friend 
of Mr. Arden's." 

"I have met him," replied Mrs. Rushton, 
"but not for some years. I have often heard 
my brother and sistet speak of him and Miss 
Vaughan. He had a son, if I remember." 
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"Yes he ha$ one son, and one daughter. 
His son left home many years ago as a mission- 
ary to India. You have, perhaps, read his Jour- 
nal. > It was published last year ? " 

Mrs. Rushton had not read it. She knew 
very litde of missions. She was well aware 
th^t many good people approved of them, but 
there were two opinions on the subject. Some 
friends of her own, who had been long in India 
and in Africa, assured her that the success of the 
missionaries in those countries was very doub]t- 
ful ; indeed that Uttle had been done, and that 
litde she believed had been much exaggerated. 

Miss Grandison knew that there was much 
to be said in reply, and she could have said it ; 
but Mrs. Rushton at once turned the subject. 
She had no wish to receive any information 
about missions or missionaries, and preferred 
remaining in ignorance, and expressing in gene- 
ral terms her objections and her prejudices when 
the subject was brought forward. She wished 
to hear about some of the families in the neigh- 
borhood, and began to inquire more especially 
about her old friend Lady Herondale. Were 
the Herondales then in the country ? Did Lady 
Mary see much of her brother ? Just then the 
sound of a carriage was heard, and Lord and 
Lady Herondale were announced. They had 
come to call on the Rushtons, and to stay 
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ItiMteoti. The meeting between Lady Heron- 
dAle and Mrs. Rushton waa a very friendly one. 
■ "1 am so delighted to see you," she said as 
sh© sat down beside her, "and where is Colo- 
nel Rushton and my friend Geraldine ? Do) my 
dear Eli:2:abeth, go and look for them. And 
l^rhere in the world is your mother, and 
CJrandison, and Arthur Rushton? Go and 
find them all. But the luncheon gong will 
soon sound, and we shajl have them all 
trooping in from their hiding places ; so don't 
go— Elizabeth I say, Elizabeth! don't go." 
But the gentle smiling Elizabeth was already 
out of hearing. 

**Well, you are come at last," ishe said, tum- 
^^S 3-gain to Mrs. Rushton, "and I do believe 
that nothing but this lawsuit of your husband's 
old ward, Grandison, would have brought you 
to England. T don't think we have met since 
the day you came to us at Florence, when we 
gave that large party after my nephew Lyn- 
don's marriage to your daughter Julia. I have 
a little surprise for you. The Lyndons iare to 
be at Herondale in less than three weeks. They 
take us in their way from Westmoreland, and 
we shall keep them as long as we can ; and bear 
in mind, my dear friend, you are engaged to 
meet them. Our house will be full, for Lord 
H^ondale expects one or two of his friends du- 
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ring the Easter recess ; and or Ibroitfadhretyi 
intend to remain in tbe country at least a fiirt^ 
n^t after Easter. The season wil) be fate^ 
thejr say, this year.*' 

^ And how do you like Deeicourt, my dew 
madam," said Lord Herondale, who had aaoo 
or twice taken np and laid down the newspaper. 
"I have waited to let Henrietta have her first 
word with you, but I nwist now have the plea* 
sure of assuring you that it will give us bodi 
much happiness if you and my old fiiend and 
schoolfellow, the Colonel, will fix an early daj 
for coming to Herondale. You must come of 
course, that is a settled thing, when the Lyndons 
are with us. But my sister must also spare ycfti 
for a few days before they come^ and our girlt 
will be so very glad to see Miss Bushtbn agaisu 
Will Thursday in next week suit you ? but I cm 
fix the day with Colonel Rushton. And now 
tell me how you like my dear sister? She is, I 
assure you, an excellent creature, though terri- 
bly strait-laced on some points." 

"I dare say you get on very well with her^" 
said Lady Herondale, " for .you are so kind thflt 
you will make allowances and bear with herc^d 
ways. For my part I quite love Lady Mary. 
I have no fault to find with any thing aboot hwr 
but her religion." 

*«I like her amazingly," said Mrs. fivditgiif 
3* 
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<<and what 9. lovely creature she still is; her 
caantenance is like aa angePs; and what a 
graceful figure ! though a little too tall, which is 
the more evident, perhaps, from her slightness. 
As for your niece, Miss Grandison, she is very 
charming." 

"Ah, but wait tUl you have seen Rose, my 
darling Rose. She is charming ! her sister is a 
good girl ; really good, but Rose is the most 
lovely girl I have seen, and her style of beauty 
is so peculiar ! It is a thousand pities that her 
mother keeps her buried in this place. If that 
girl were but seen in her proper sphere she 

would reign without a rival. As to the B ^Is 

and the S — — ds and the F rs, and many 

others whom you and I^remember when every 
one was raving about them — not one of them had 
that peculiar and exquisite loveliness which dis- 
tinguishes Rose Grandison. But I suppose no 
one will ever prevaQ with her mother to let her 
be introduced, and she will marry a country 
parson or a country squire, and sit at home 
to make flannel petticoats for the poor, or 
go to a missionary meeting by way of amuse- 
ment." 

" There I think," said Lord Herondale slight- 
ly shrugging his shoulders, "you are mistaken. 
Rose, I suspect, has no love either for making 
flannel petticoats or going to missionary meetings. 
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But she is a strange girl ! She paints like an ar- 
tist, her singing is genius, and they say that there 
is scarcely any poetry, that is to say, any woman's 
poetry, but that of Mrs. Hemans', to be named 
with hers. Not that we have seen it, for to 
please my sister, it is never shown." 

"Yes, Rose is a strange girl ; as amiable as 
Elizabeth, but to tell you the truthj not a method- 
ist like the others. Still she loves her mother, 
- and her sister, and Grandison so devotedly, that 
she does just what they teU her." 
• "And the worst is," said Lady Herondale, 
"that tirandison, though I don't know a finer 
young man, is as rigid in his notions as his mother, 
and Rose would not do a thing to displease or 
grieve him for the world. Not that I think she 
cares for amusements, for she told me plainly 
one day, when I begged- her to let me ask her 
mother to consent to her going to town with me. 
and my girls, that she had no taste for our way 
of living. And this she has told her grand- 
mother, and her aunt. Lady Grace, a hundred 
times." 

Here Colqnel Rushton and Mr. Grandison 
entered, and Lady Mary and the rest of the 
party soon followed, and the gong sounded and 
summoned them all to luncheon. * 

"We only came home last night from Raven- 
stone," said Lady Herondale, addresfli((| herself 
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tb Mird. RUshton bit they left the luncheon-toom, 
"tod we have been charmed with our visit. 
Ydti have heard of Oie place and of the people. 
Dlid'eed, I think that Princess Belmonte said she 
had i6et you at Rome. I nevet saw a place so 
improved as Ravenstone. The taste of every 
thiiig is perfect ! They hope to see you there," 
shie added turning to Lady Mary, "but the Prifi- 
cess fears you will riot come." 

"It will be indeed a painful task to toe,^* 
replied Lady Mary, "if I do go. I cannot for- 
get rtly dear old friend Mr. Alton, and the very 
diflferent state of things in his lifetime. How 
little did he think that in a few short years Vis 
only daughter would have forsaken the faith of 
her forefathers, and have forgotten all the pure 
and pious instructions which he gave her." 

" O, but she is so gentle, and so pleasing, so 
far from being changed for the worse, I think 
she is quite fascinating." 

"She was always gende and pleasing," re- 
plied Lady Mary, "her manners were delight- 
ful, but she must be fearfuUy changed from 
what she once was. Who went with you, Hejir.. 
rietta?" 

"Wilton and Emma," replied Lady Heron- 
dale. " We left Wilton behind us, for he was 

to meet P , the architect, there this morning. 

He wished for his opinion as to some alterations 



wbi(^ fae talks of making in bis church. Ho 
was to come to yon to-day, I think, but he b^ 
you not to expect him till to-morrow.** 

"Poor Wilton," said Lady Mary, "I am 
afraid his architectural taste will lead him into 
danger ! " 

"You remember Prince Belmonte*s pic- 
tures?" said Lady Herondale, turning to Geral- 
dine, "he has left most of them in Italy, but he 
has brought two or three of them with him to 
England. When Rose returns home I mu^ 
positively take her (if no one else will go) to 
Ravenstone. With her extraordinary talent and 
love for the arts it would be almost a sin for her 
to be- left within twenty miles of that Magdalen 
of Guide's, and not to see it." 

"My dear Henrietta," said Lady Mary 
gravely, "Rose is the very one of this family 
who ought not to go to Ravenstone. With her 
love of painting, and with her dispositon of im- 
pulses, I should soon have her enthusiastic in 
her admiration of every thing at Ravenstone, 
She would not stop at the pictures. Pray do 
not ask her." 

"O no, certainly, not if you object to it," 
replied the good tempered Lady Herondale, 
"For my part, I am disposed to admire every 
thing and every one at Ravenstone. As for the 
Prince, he has the true *air lioble' — and I must 

6 
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even confejss that I am quite taken with father 
Augelo ; he is one of the most agreeable and 
handsomest men I ever saw, and speaks English 
as well as I do." 

"There is a monastery I believe at Raven- 
stone," said Mrs. Rushton, "which has been 
lately built. We passed it on our way here." 

"There is indeed," repUed LadyHerondale, 
"just the same sort of monastery that one sees 
abroad. We went all over it ; and I could 
scarcely persuade mj'^self that I was not in a 
building of some centuries old. The chapel is 
the most beautiful 'thing I ever saw. Such 
sculpture ! such pictures, and siich stained glass ! 
indeed a chastened magnificence is spread over 
the whole ! . and what with the soft and subdued 
light, and the exquisitely sweet singing, the ef- 
fect was almost entrancing." 

"You attended service then?" said Lady 
Mary. 

"Yes, we did so the morning we came away, 
for Wilton's report of the music made us quite 
curious to hear it." 

"Wilton then heard it more than once ?" 

"I suppose he did, but he was chiefly taken 
up with Father Angelo." 

Here a servant entered to tell Lady Heron- 
dale that the carriage was at the door, and that 
Lord Herondale was waiting. They all accom- 
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panied Lady Herondale to the hall, and the 
carriage drove off. 

"And now," said Lady Mary to Mrs. Bush- 
ton, "my poney carriage wUl be at the door in 
ten minutes, and perhaps j'^ou will allow me to 
carry you off, to pay a visit with me. Will 
Miss Rushton like to walk ,with Elizabeth, and 
join us at the Vicarage ? it is but .a short dis- 
tance by the jfoot-path ; and the walk is through 
a beautifnl part of the grounds." 

Geraldine and Miss Grandison were joined 
in the park by the gentlemen, who were walking 
in the same direction. The walk well deserved 
the commendation which Lady Mary had passed 
upon it. It led them through a glade of magni- 
ficent trees to the rocky heights above the river, 
and there a narrow zigzag path brought them 
down through thickets of yew and holly to the 
bank of the river. The stream was crossed by 
a foot-bridge, just below a waterfall which came 
rushing and foaming over the dark rocks. They 
then entered at once the little domain of the 
Vicarage. 

"You must stop and look around you, be- 
fore you go farther," said Arthur Rushton to 
his sister, "for I have seldom seen a lovelier 
spot than this. See how this little plain is en- 
closed by a perfect amphitheatre of hills, rising 
m rocky steeps, abruptly from the river. And 
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is it not a beautiful river, so clear and so rapidf 

with here and there a great block of the dark 
rocks standing out of the water ? That old ir- 
regular building, with its quaint gables and pro- 
jecting windows, is the Vicarage. We are at 
the end of a valley which narrows as it winds 
m among these hills. The grey tower of the 
old church is to the left, rising above the green 
and sloping side of that bold hill, just where the 
valley takes its last turn. If you were ap- 
proaching frcwi the other side you would suppose 
the valley terminated at that hill, for it seems to 
block it up and end it ; but when you reach its 
foot, you find that the road and the river make 
a duddeh sweep, and winding round it, leads to 
this quiet spot. The Cistjluji^ian monks built one 
of iheir beautiful abbeys on this plain — and the 
place, as you may perceive, has all the requisite 
characters, which they were directed to seek 
when they chose out their site. Here they found 
a quiet and secluded place far from the abodes 
of men, a flowing stream, and woods and shel- 
tering hills on every side. Some of their grace- 
ful ruins, as you see, are still standing. An 
arch or two of the cloisters ; and one broad 
window of the chapel, with its muUions quite 
entire, crowning that platform of solid rock 
which rises some twenty feet above the mar- 
gin of the stream. That old thorn, just 
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bufdiing into leaf, was piobably planted l^ 
the monks." 

<< Arthur has pointed out the beautiful fea*^ 
tures of this spot," said Mr. Grandison, "but 
he has said nothing of what is always to me far 
beyond beauty of feature or of form ; the beauty 
of expression. I look upon the atmosphere, and 
the lights and shadows, the clouds, the vapors, 
and the bursts of sunshine, which give the air- 
tints to the atmosphere, and the same character 
to the landscape, that expression gives to the hu- 
man countenance, as the chief beauty of a scene 
like this. Even the pictures of Claude Lorraine, 
where the forms of nature are beautiful, derive 
a peculiar grace from the sparkling lights and 
the soft shadows, and the aerial vapors which 
he depictured with such magical effect. And 
this is the chief beauty of many of the finest 
landscapes of the Flemish and English school, 
where there is neither sublimity nor beauty in 
the features of the scenery. It is the same to- 
day with this favorite spot of mine. Those 
masses of purple clouds, which seem to rest al- 
most heavily upon the hills around us, the tender 
haze, which hangs like a Veil of gauz^ over the 
little glen-like recesses in their sides, the floods 
of sunny radiance streaming through the open- 
ings of the clouds, glancing here and there upon 
a crag of the naked rocks, or the green side of 
6» 
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a sloping hill, these, in my eyes, give the pecu- 
liar grace to the landscape. Just look, for in- 
Btapce,- at the blaze, of sunshine darting through 
the farthest arch. of those ruins, and steeping 
the lower branches of th.e old thorn in a flood of 
light, and flinging a glory of slanting beams 
across the grass till it rests like a plate of liquid 
go.ld upon one spot of the dancing waters.*' 

"I am sorry to interrupt these fine ^disquisi- 
tions," said Colonel Rushton, "but you must 
not stand to talk about hills and ruins, when the 
good old Vicar is coming to meet us. I have 
been giving a glance every now and then to the 
Vicarage, and I saw him first at the window of 
his study, and then standing in the porch and 
talking to his daughter, who was busily employ- 
ed with old Thomas, the footman, gardener, and 
groom, (for he has grown grey in those three 
vocations,) nailing up the jasmine and the ivy, 
which half cover the porch. Come, let us meet 
them. Hasten your steps, young people," he 
added, "for there is a shower if not a storm 
coming. I thought I felt a drop or two of rain 
while you were talking so poetically about the 
landscape ; and if we now had time to stop, 
you might hold forth, Grandison, about still finer 
effects from clouds a.nd air-tints. And let me 
beg you, my dear Geraldine, when j'^ou next 
take a country walk among the hills, to put on 
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a .stout straw bonnet like Miss Grandison's. 
That French finery of yours will not look the 
better I suspect for soaking in a smart shower ; 
but here is an umbrella for you; I generally 
take care to carry one in this rainy island of 
ours. My dear children, do make haste. Here 
is Lady Mary coming, and urging her fat ponies 
to a brisk trot. And good Mr. Vaughan and his 
daughter are turning back, either to receive 
your mother, Grandison, or to escape the rain." 

In a few minutes the whole party were safe- 
ly housed in the large oak-panneUed parlor of 
the Vicarage, and old Thomas had led the poney 
carriage round to the yard and under shelter, 
and the rain came down in torrents, and the 
hills and the river and the trees and ruins were 
all blended and confused together behind one 
thick veil of whitish mist. 

"And so you have missed my little messen- 
ger, dear Lady," said the old clergyman to Lady 
Mary. "I sent him oflf an hour ago, but now I 
recollect, I desired the boy to go round by the 
post-house at the end of the village, and ask if 
there were any letters for me. We cannot be 
with you at Deercourt to-day, for we are ex- 
pecting my long absent son in the course of the 
evening. Poor fellow, he comes home for a 
year or two to recruit. But I thank God even 
for the affliction of his impaired health, for it 
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brings faim home for a season to his old father^ 
-who would otherwise never have seen him again 
on this side the grave." 

"We hope to find him better from the sea 
voyage,** said Miss Vaughan, "but even if he 
is still very unwell we cannot think of his return 
without feeling very happy." 

"Yes, yes, dear MiUicent," said the old man, 
"for if he comes home to die, he will at least 
die in our arms, and he will have his sister's 
hand to smooth his pillow, and his father to 
read to htm the word of life, and to kneel beside 
him and pray with him. It is well ! it is well ! 
God's best and blessed will be done !" 

"It was here that we last parted," said 
Millicent, "on such a day as this, fifteen years 
ago. O, what a sad parting it was, and yet we 
did not dare to murmur ! Here it was in this 
very room, after we rose up from our last pray- 
er, that my father put his own Bible in my 
brother's hand, and bade him go and preach the 
Gospel of his Savior's grace g.nd love to those 
who were still in darkness and shadow of death. 
And when he was gone, and I was almost sink- 
ing to the ground with the grief which I had 
struggled hard to suppress while Maurice was 
with us, then it was, that my father's strong 
feith overcame the anguish of his natural heart, 
and he said to me, O, how well do I recollect the 
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tery words, 'Dear child, we oiigfat to r^oice 
mtd not to grieve. Remember it is written— 
•For His name's sake they went forth,' and He 
for whose name's sake my child has gone fi>rth| 
has given him this same promise, 'Lo, I am 
with you always, even unto the end of the 
world.' And He has been with him, the Good 
Shepherd has been with him always, and hun- 
dreds and thousands of the perishing heathen 
have received the gospel from his lips." 

"And now," said Mr. Vaughan, "we shall 
hear firom his own lips of the wonderful ways 
of God in carrying on his own great work 
among them. O it is a great and blessed honor 
to have a missionary child ! " 

That evening, when the ladies left the 
dining-room, a note came from Mrss Vaughan 
to Lady Mary. It was to announce her brother's 
arrival. "He is really come," she wrote, "and 
I know you will be glad to hear it. He is so 
much altered that we should not have known 
him. We cannot judge as to the state of his 
health by his appearance to-night, for he is suf- 
fering from fever, and the fatigue of the journey. 
But even if he should prove as ill as we fear he 
is, our happiness and our gratitude to Ood fac 
all His mercies are unspeakable. 

"He is now sitting in my father's large arm 
<duur, and my father sits beside him with my 
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blbdiei's hand clasped in l^s. He is. 'disposed 
to sk up, and- coov^rse with us, but we have 
ptoi^afled cm him td go to bed, and we have just 
tBieu^ leave of hitii for the night." 

••The accounts from the Ticarage 8tte very 
flood;" said Lady Mary, the neld; morning. ^•I 
nave another note from MOlicent* Her brother 
had an eacceUent ni^hi, and, though weak and 
bidken. in health, he is much better than they 
cfxpected to find hun. He joined them this 
morning, to their astonidbmeht, at breakfast In 
a few days Z trust, from his easterns report, he 
wSll be able to join bur party here. He is now, 
she says, waUong on the lawn, leaning on his 
father's arm, and enjoying the fiesh and balmy 
air of'this.' delightful day." ^ 

"I had been, thinking of going to see him," 
said Mr. Grandison, '^but it will be best to leave 
them alone for to-day, and to content ourseWes 
with hearing of hin^, for I have no doubt Miss 
Vaughan will write to us from time to time how 
he is." 

"What do you think of riding to The 
Grange?" said Colonel Rushton, "I suppose 
our old friend, Mr. Majcwell, resides there alto- 
gether." 

"He has been our settled neighbor for some 
years," replied Mr. Graudison, "indeed, ever 
since he took his name out of the firm and re- 
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tired &om business. His health, which had 
been giving way, has been restored since he 
left London and the confinement of a merchant's 
life." 

"And Everard Maxwell and his brother,", 
said Colonel Rushton, "what are they about?" . 

"Richard Maxwell died in India about four 
yeaars ago," said Mr. Grandison. "He was a 
young man of fine talents, and was rising rapid- 
ly in his profession. Everard is at home." 

"He was a noble fellow, if I remember 
rightly," said Colonel Rushton, "and one of the 
most manly and gentlemanly persons I ever met 
with ; both the sons, indeed, seemed to inherit 
their father's vigor of intellect, and decision of 
character. Old Mr. Maxwell was always a re- 
markable man. Let me see — ^who, and what 
was he ? I think his father was bailiff to your 
grandfather, was he not ? " 

"He was, and he held a small farm under 
my grandfather, the very same place where he 
now resides; but The Grange, which was in 
those days an old farm-house, has become a 
noble and substantial mansion. My father, as 
you are probably aware, was so anxious to se- 
cure Mr. Maxwell as a neighbor, that he sold 
that and the adjoining farm to him." 

"Was there not some story," said Mr 



^abtek Mr* H^xweli when a jmIl 

[ tlie fife df OeMEisa Oimdi0Qa f '' 

v > 00 jna," Y^lkd Mr. Grandiaon. . <'fiB 

* isved my ficthejc'd life fimi drowning at tfaa 

'iidlr'ittf Ins^owBu ' And las conductyon that 00 

<«iatai,>4iled to the cooraga and presence of 

Jokd whioh'lie shoyed, gave such an indioatum 

«r l|ia Apeiiorify of xnind to my grandfatfaeri 

dtot in fab grflftitude and admiradon of the noble 

ycmdi, he took the entire chaige of him fiom 

dMdttima. He gave him imi excellent education, 

and plptied' him in the oomiting-house of his 

ftimd MrJ Eveiard, whose partner he afterwards 

became^ 'Bt^ manied^ as' you know/ one of the 

BGss E^raids, ^md was &r many years the 

aotii^ partner in that well known firm." 

• The Orange is near the ejotrance of the same 
beautiful valley^ at whose extreme end are the 
glebe land and vicarage of Deerhorst As they 
rode along tjbe pleasant road which follows 
the course of the river dowti the valley, Mn 
Orandison pointed out tbe house to Oolond 
Rushton. 

" This is'ouf favorite ride, is it not, Arthur?*^ 
he said, turning to Arthur RuBhton. <^Not oidy 
fiom the beauty c£ the . landsoape, but because 
of the friends to whose residence it leads us. I 
scarcely know a num fifom whose counsel and 
example I have gained so much good, as fix>m 
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Ererard Maxwell, and I think Atthur is of my 
opinion." 

**I am indeed," he replied; "Everard ben- 
lo9gs to a high order of men. He commands ' 
one's respect by his calm decision of chsuracter* 
and conduct I did not understand the supefi- 
ority of Christieui manliness in a layman, till X 
saw it exemplified in its strength and vigor by 
our friend Everard." 

"He. has become a professor of religion, 
then," said Colonel Rushton. "I cannot say 
that I should have thought the better of him on 
that account some short time ago ; but I must 
own, Arthur, that you and Grandison have done 
much during the few days which I have now 
passed in.your society, to disarm my prejudices*" 

"How kind of you to speak thus, my dear 
father," said Arthur, coloring and smiling as he 
met his father's approving glance ; "and Gran- 
dison is worthy of your commendation, for be is 
much such another as his friend Everard — as for 
me, much as I wish to be like them, I feel that 
as yet I have learnt nothing but to discover my 
own deficiencies." 

" That may be the case, my dear boy," said 
his father, "aind such, I suppose, must b^ the 
right conmiencement to excellence of any sort, 
for to discover our deficiencies is the fir^ step 
to our seeking to remedy them. Your mothei 
4 7 
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and I, my dear Arthur^ have both been struck 
by the great improvement of your manner to- 
"ward ourselves — that uniform respect and atten- 
' tion which you now pay to us both, proves to 
me that you think humbly of yourself ; and the 
more I reflect on the. suljgect, the more* convinc- 
ed i must feel that your change, from a wilful 
self-opinionated bearing to an ingenuous and 
modest manliness, can only proceed from reli- 
gion. And yet, at the same time, I must tell 
both you arid Grandison very frankly, that I can- 
not approve of many of your new notions. You 
are both inclined to be too strait-laced, or in other 
words, to be righteous over much. Be religious 
—every body ought to be religious — ^but don't 
make yourselves too particular — don't carry 
things to extremes. I say this between our- 
selves. I am quite disposed to think you right, 
60 far as I can judge of your new ways ; but 
people are so apt to talk, and to misunderstand 
the best intentions, and I would not give them 
a handle." 

"No, nor would I, dear sir," replied Grandi- 
son gravely. "I quite agree with you that we 
ought to avoid giving a handle to objectors ; but 
faulty as the best of us are, I scarcely see how 
we can avoid censure for want of wisdom on 
some points. All we can do is to try and do 
right in the sight of God and man. It is as silly 
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to aflfect singularity in trifles as it is right and 
wise to be singular, if needs be, in things of 
vital importance." 

Colonel Rushton either thought this kind of 
language very unintelligible, or did not feel dis- 
posed to reply to it, ^nd as they rode on he 
quietly dropped the thread of their discourse, 
and no one seemed disposed to. take it up 
again. 

"I should scarcely have known this place 
again," said Colonel Rushton as they drew near 
The Grange. " What a fine and judicious taste 
has been at work here. The hand of improve- 
ment, or rather restoration, has known where to 
stop. The fault that one usually has to find, 
Grandison, when people begin to restore an old 
place like this, is that they overdo the thing ; 
but here it is not so. This really is admirably 
done. That gateway, I suppose, is new, for I 
do not remember it." 

"No," said Mr. Grandison, it was always 
there, but hidden before by a clumsy granary 
and a heap of unsightly out-buildings." 

"And that fine old oriel window, I do not 
remember it." 

"Because," replied Grandison, "it had been 
bricked up some hundred years ago, and a huge 
elder tree had grown up before it. There was 
also, as you may remember, an old orchard, full 
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vfVUnHmtBtra^Ung apple-trees, and spnpund- 
ti byikhigh bedgeon the left side df tibe house, 
, and that, 9» you see, has now^been cleared awafy, 
4Sd the green and gentle slope, on which the 
iQAIttlpn fftjuidsj opens up and extends almost 
lo ^Mit noble grove of ]^eeches which croiras 
iHe mimfpit of the hill behind the house. Thia 
Ctl^ paddoQk in front of the house, has been left 
as it was, with its avenue of magnificent Spanish 
clK»in[|uts. TJie old picturesque dovecote, buQt 
of t^e MAD^ ^tone as the mansion, has been left 
DtMdiog* In fpnner limes, I think I have been 
pM* it was cndy to the lord of the manor that 
l)}e piivilegB of a dovecote was allowed, which 
nn^y account fiir the style of the building, and 
ih^ conspicuous site on which it was placed. 

When they arrived at the. gate of the pad- 
docks .they found Mr. Maxwell standing there, 
and readLig a letter which old Thomas, Mn 
Vaughan's servant, had just brought to him from 
the Vicarage. 

^ "I had been debating," said Mr. Maxwel}, 
after he had welcomed the party, "whether 1 
would not ride over to spe my good jGiend, Mr. 
Vaughan, and inquire afber his son's health ; but 
I find that it may be as well to wait a day or 
two, for poor Maurice . Vaughcgi is still in a very 
precarious state — ^much better than when he 
airived-rand without fever— but they dread a 
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rotum of* the fever, which '^btild', of CbtUl^, be 
followed fcy great consequent* exhaustion. Ybtt' 
will tell your master, with thy hest i^Spectk,*' 
he said, turning to Thomas, "that I* hope tb cdH^ 
on him in a day or two, and that I thaUk' him 
much for his letter. Mr. Everard isftottL hotner, 
and I cannot answer one part of the lett^i* till I 
have seen Him.'* 

"Everard will be sbrry'that he missdd you,'* 
said Mr. Maxwell, addressing lii§ visitors. "He" 
is just gone to a justice meeting, at Brandon, afid 
lie then intends calling at the Rectory to see 
your cousin, Mr. Grandison. Things are come 
to a sad pass at Brandon. The great body of the 
parishioners are in a state of open revolt againfift 
the rector and his curate. The church, whidi' 
used to be well attended, i» now almost desert^ 
ed, and Mr. Carysford, it seems, instead of a^ 
tending to the entreaties of some of hisr bedt 
friends, is determined to have his own way. EG» 
curate, who is an older man than himself^ attd 
has much influence over hiui, is full of theise 
Oxford notions, and is supposed to urge hittir 
onward in the unwise course which he hast taM-* 
en. We are here in the parish of Briandod; 
though three miles at least from the town. 
£verard has, therefore, detertnhied tb 86e \aa 
rector, and to speak to him in the strongest tJeSftS!^ 

in private. He has refused, hovj'evef i totWJeh^ 

7» 



78 LADT mabt; 

a deputaticp of some of the most respectable 
men in his parish, who wished to confer with 
him before the vestiy meeting, which is to be 
held on Thursday." 

"But JEverard will not find my cousin Wil- 
ton at th,e Rectory," said Mr. Grandison. 

" Then," said Mr. MaxweU, «*be will ride on 
to Herondale, for he is resolved, if possible, to 
see him. The fact is, that Everard has been 
staying during the last week with the Bishop, 
and while he was with him, some of the parish- 
ioners of Brandon waited on their Diocesan and 
gave him a full account of the state of things 
since Mr. Cs^-rysford has introduced his tractari- 
an innovations. The Bishop was to have come 
to us the week after next to lay the first stone of 
the new church, which Everard had set his 
heart on building at this extrismity of the parish. 
But he how hesitates about building it in Bran- 
don parish, and has been looking at another site, 
which will be near the one he had fixed upon, 
but in Mr. Vaughan's parish, and nearly as far 
from Deerhurst church as from that of Brandon. 
He will be decided what to do by his interview 
with Mr, Carysford." 

"But now I think of it," said Mr. Grandison, 
"Everard wUl not find my cousin Wilton at his 
father's; he comes to us to-day, direct firom 
Ravenstone, and I think the best thing I can do, 
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is to ride over at once to Brandon, to stop Ever- 
ard from going to Herondale, and we will carry 
hiin back with, us to Deercourt. I will take care 
that he shall have as long an interview as he 
pleases with Wilton, so that they may come to a 
thorough understanding about the new church." 

"Your plan is a very good .one," said Mr. 
Maxwell, "and I think my son will gladly ac- 
cept your invitation. .He has a letter from the 
Bishop to Mr. Carysford, which he promised to 
deliver in person." 

"Brandon, if I recollect rightly," said Co- 
lonel Rushton, "was the Bishop's own parish, 
before he was raised to the Bench." 

"You are right," replied Mr. Ma:ifwell "the 
good Bishop was our Rector, and we had very 
few dissenters while he continued with us. 
Now, alas! they have large chapels in the 
town of Brandon ; and I am sorry to say, that 
they have crowded congregations, while the 
pari3h churich is almost deserted. But no, I 
cannot say that I am sorry the dissenting chap- 
els are crowded, much as I. dislike and condenm 
diss.ent on idle grounds. Better, far better is it 
for the people to go to dissenting chapels, where 
they can hear the grand and saving doctrines of 
the Word of God, preached by men who only ' 
difier from us on points of discipline and church 
government, than that their souls should petisb 



9Br ir'AfltT MA«t; 

for tefct o£ knowledge, or what is in fact thel' 
0086 at the fine old, parish church, that they be 
fijd with poison and hear the great doctrine of ' 
jxistification by faith held up' to obloquy, both 
bjT' the lector and the curate. Everard and 1 
haris heard this kind of preaching so often late- 
lyaS Brandon, that though we cannot, and will 
XM>t leave the Established Ghurch of our fathers^ 
and attend a dissenting chapel, we have left our 
parish church, and for the last few Sundays 
have niade, as you know, part of Mr. Vaugh- 
aa-s congregation at Deerhurst. I must do the 
people of Brandon the justice to say, that it is 
not merely on acdfaunt of the surplice, or the 
oflfertory, dr the credence table, or, indeed, of 
the more directly popish observances as to 
the manner of conducting the services of the 
Church, that they have taken sut;h decided steps 
in declaring their opposition of the proceedihgs 
of their ministers. They would probably haVe 
looked upon such idle changes as unwise and 
unnecessary ; but when the practices of the 
Ghurch of Rome are accompanied by the deadly 
errors in doctrine of that idolatrous Church, it 
was high time for the laity to act with vigor, 
and to oppose themselves to so grave an of- 
fence. But I am forgetting the time," said Mr. 
Maxwell, taking out his watch. "I have been 
earned away by this sad subject, and keeping 
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yoii frooi setting off to join my flon« I \n]l rii:^ 
rot the horses — ^for if you do not start at oncef' 
Mr. Grandison, you will not be in time tocateh 
Everard. Perhaps Colonel Rushton will remain^ 
with me till your return ? " 

••I was going to propose doing so," said the 
Colonel. "Arthur, I know, will prefer riding^ 
with his friend to Brandon, and I shall quite di>-» 
joy an hour's conversation with you about old 
times." 

Little, however, was said of old times. The 
two gentlemen were summoned to luncheon by 
Mrs. Maxwell, who now made her appearance,: 
and they then walked together to the two site*,- 
otie in the parish of Brandon, the other in that rf 
Deerhurst, which had been spoken of for the new 
church. • 

Their conversation, as they walked home 
lekurely together by the side of the river, turned 
upon Everard. 

" The last time we met," said Mr. MaxwdU 
"was, as you may remember, at my bouse ixi 
town. You came to trans£u;t some business with 
me on account of the Grandisons, and you were 
so good as to dine with us on that day. I per* 
fectly remember our deploring together the me^ 
thodism, as vre termed it, of Lady Mary, theit* 
in the third year of her widowhood, and we 
were speaking on some point coltiiiected #idi itm 
4* 
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eticfUioirtif her fiKm, on icfaicfa she had declined, 
in^tbe mcMtt positive miwier, fi>llowing our ad- 
vic!»9 >we had also appealed to her through hei: 
aiAsstf the .Dowager Ladj Herondale» who was 
quite of our opinion, but in vain* How little did 
I think, at that time, that I should ever come to 
think Li9ufy Hbxj right *ih her- religious views, 
aad myself witong.*' 

- '*<Azid is such the? case? ^' said Colonel 
Bnditon. / 

"In trqth it is! I have been all my life 
wrongs I see it nowr and I hope not too late ; 
and, my good sir, I rejoice to have an opportu^ 
iUty*of speaking to you on this subject. *Per- 
ha^ like myself-^foigive me for saying so— you 
have also hitherto misunderstood the practical 
character of true religion, and you will, I trust, 
kindly bear with me and hear what I have to 
tell you. You know I have been always a prac- 
tical man — but I took my own views — made^lor 
myself a kind of religion, which I thought to be 
Christianity, but which 1 freejiy confess was not 
the Christianity of the Word of God. Fot in* 
stance, I studiously separated the ways of the 
Sunday from those of the week-day. On the 
Bnnday I went twice to chmpch, and took cgu« 
that all my family did the same, and in the eve- 
ning of that day I read a sermon aloud to my wife 
and children. During the rest of the week^ my 
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principles and my practice were wholly of the 
world. I was upright. and honorable, according 
to the notions of the world, but I shall biest de- 
scribe my state by saying, that the main-spring 
of my course of action was self. Self-interest, 
self-confidence, and self-exaltation were at the 
root of all. My religion was, consequendy, only 
an irksome restraint, necessarily endured, (for I 
imagined it was jny duty to have a rehgion,) and 
the Lord's day was alwaj'-s the dullest day of 
the week to me, and I suspect, to all around me. 
During the week, I was diligent in business, but 
I had yet to discover, that the real Christian is, 
when diligent in business, still serving the Lord, 
serving Him as diligently and as perseveringly 
as when he is praying to Him or searching His 
word to know His will. If one is our Master 
even Christ, He is as much our Master on the 
week-day, as on tlje Lord's day, as much our 
Master in the counting-house, and in the social 
circle of our friends, as within the church walls, 
or in a congregation of public worshippers. The 
consciousnesss of His eye, who has said to His 
servant, *I will guide thee with mine eye,' is 
always present with us, and principle to Him 
and love to Him are interwoven with the thoughts 
and the affections of every passing hour. We 
feel it as religious a thing to be employed in our 
worldly ca.lling, for we are then employed for 
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EBB-^MT' mfbm wft statit oat- HM world, wttk itd' 
ocMAIj^fsCaoiift tmd labors, and are alone \nth oar 
BOsHeadd olir Obd. 

X* "It is oiiljr \rithin the la«t few years that I 
h«^' bMti brought to my right mind on this, the 
cBriT concern of my existence, and how long I 
wSJ^t ha^ remained in my tinawakened state, 
rie flicne cajn teH, who saw fit, in His mercy m 
vijf' sonl, to disturb and alwaken me. The dan- 
g^bos illneis bf my spii was the means by which 
ntjr ifniiid was first deeply troubled, and my son 
hf£bisdf wtfs the instrument by whom I was 
btdught to the knowledge of the truth. E verard 
took cold frbm sitting in wet clothes after a hard 
daiys^s hunting, and was laid up by a severe and 
dafigerous attack of illness. You may suppose 
the state of mind in which I was when his doc- 
tor told me that, humanly speaking, he had no 
hope of my son's recovery. I could hardly bear 
to itetiim to his* chamber, for I felt it would al- 
moM drive me out of my senses to look upon the 
fac6 of my poor boy, and know I should soon 

» see him no more ; and yet I could not kpep away 

from one ^^om I .should have with me for so 
short a time. I went up again to him. He lay 
with his eyes open, but so still, that I thought 
he was riot conscious of my presence. 1 came* 
to the foot of his bied, an'd fixed my eyes on Mr 

^ face, and there I stood nlarfcihg the change which 
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disease had made — ^ihe hollow chedcs and 
sunken eyes— ^and thinking over the I068 I wew' 
about to .sustain, till I cotlld bear it no longer, 
and my grief burst forth. • I hid my fitce in my 
hands, and groaned aloud in my agony. I was 
about to leave the room, when his voice recalled 
me. * Father,' he said solemnly, *I cannot bear 
your tears, arid yet I cannot wonder at them. I 
have desired Dr. Barton to tell me the truth ; 
and I know what is to come. I am a dying 
man. Father, I am not fit to die. It is useless 
for m6 to think thisLt I can lengthen out my life, 
but I must make use of the little time I have. I 
feel utterly wretched and almost without hope. 
Father, can you not help me, can you not teach 
me? But no, I must see a clergyman be* 
fore this day is over. Will you send to Mr. 

N , and entreat him to come to me.' The 

Bishop was then our rector, and to him I sent. 
He came immediately, and he was alone with 
my son for nearly an hour. 

*'*He would have it so,'. said the good man, 
when he came down. ' I begged him to let me 
leave him sooner, and told him that so long an 
interview might be fatal. « My state may be fa*- 
tal without it,' Was his brief reply. 'I know 
that this conversation will try me, and that my 
strength will scarcely bear it, but I must hear 



86 - ladymaby; 

from your lips the extent of my danger, and I 
must hear if there is any hope for me.' 

"I found my son calm, but very grave and 
sorrowful when I returned to his room ; a Bible 
lay open on the table beside the bed. 'Do not 
close it,' he said, as I sat down'beside him, and 

turned my eyes ta the Bible. 'Mr. N has . 

proved a true friend. He has not flattered me. 
I. knew he would not. He has read to me my 
sentence of condemnation, and I have submitted 
my spirit to own it just. I deserve to die, not 
merely in the body, but to die eternally. I*have 
been proud and self-confident. " But I am so no 
longer. I have nothing to say in ray defence. I 
am guilty. I am vile. I have been ungrateful to 
my Savior and my God, and ingratitude is the ba- 
sest of all offences ! That ti*ue servant of God has 
told me also, has read to me from God's word, 
that I must not despair. He has set before me 
the gospel of our Lord Jesus Christ, and its won- 
derful plan of redemption. O, how simple it 
is ! how easy of comprehension ! I understand 
it, I desire to receive it ; and I have been pray- 
ing — ^praying with that good man — praying ever 
since he left me, and 1 do not dare turn away 
from Him who poured out His blood for me. 
Read the passage, father — the book is open at 
the place — the fifth chapter of the Epistle to the 
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Roinans.' .1 think. it was fit the sixth verse — but 
you will, find the placieu' I read to him that 
verse,. * while We .were yet without strength 
Christ died for the ungodly.' 'Now, father, the 
eighth verse.' I read to. him the passage, 'God 
commandeth His love towards us, in that while 
we weje yet sinners, Christ died for us.' He 
dwelt upon the words, and repeated both the 
verses after me several times. 'There is an- 
other verse,' he continued, 'where the leaf is 
folded down.' I found the place, and read the 
chapter to him. He stopped at one verse, and 
begged me to read it again and again. ' This is 
a faithful saying, and worthy of iall acceptation, 
that Christ Jesus came into the world to save 
sinners ; of whom I am chief.' It was on this 
faithful saying that my poor child was enabled 
to lay hold. 

"'Father,' he said, 'I now see clearly the 
love and goodness of God in all that He has 
done for me, and for all sinnjers ; and if I die 
unforgiven, and enter into His presence unfor- 
given, still I must love and praise the Judge be- 
fore whose awful bar I am summoned to appear. 
But if He should yet spare me a short time, and 
allow so barren a fig-tree to stand a little longer 
before He cuts it down and casts it off forever. 
Father, hear the solemn engagement I enter upon.' 
Anid, to my astonishment, he raised himself in 



b^ M be said this, and held oat his handff to^ 
ztte, lifting np his eyes towards heaven with a look 
of the deepest reverence, *If I am spared a little^ 
longer, I am pledged, from this moment, to live 
decidedly to God, to live as the disciple of Him 
whose name I have hitherto borne only to dis- 
grace it' He fell back exhausted, and I feared 
that he was sinking into his last sleep, but I was 
mistaken. About an hour after, as I sat almost 
in breathless silence by his bed-side, I heard his 
respiration become regular and gentle. He slept 
daring the whole of that night and of the next 
day. He awoke ot^t of danger and was restored 
to me. 

"Many a man. Colonel Rushton, has made, 
like Everard, a solemn promise to lead a new 
life when he supposed himself to be lying on his 
death-bed, and nothing is more common than for 
such promises to be forgotten when the sick 
chamber is left. But it has not been so with 

Evemrd. When he again saw Mr. N , the 

first word he spoke was to repeat the promise 
he had made so solemnly in my presence. Mr. 
N told him plainly that such a promise, if 

it was to be kept, could only be kept in an hum- 
ble dependence on God's help. . He taught him 
how to make, and how to keep his engagement, 
and it has been kept. I have seen with aston- 
ishment the holy steadfastness of purpose with 
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w^ih my son has applied Hmself to the fhlffl^ 
jtkent of tibat most sacrdd engagement* I must 
own, that once or twice at first I thought he wajt 
dariying things too &x, and so I told him. I 
was silenced by the deep solemnity of look and 
manner with which he reminded.meof that hour 
when he raised himself in bed and called on mo 
to bear witness to his open declaration and de* 
dicadon of himself to God. In the most natural 
way possible, he said, * Father, I meant what I" 
then said. I was in downright earnest theni; 
And I am pledged, and I cannot do. otherwise 
now. With God's grace I will do what I stand 
solemnly engaged to do before Him.* 

"There was always a resolute^ and perse- 
vering spirit in Everard. He would, and did 
excel in whatever he undertook. He was the 
first man in his year at Cambridge ; and took a 
high degree there. He was the best horseman 
in this county, the best whip, and the •best shot. 
He was a true enthusiast in all his pursuits, but 
quiet and unpretending as all true enthusiasts 
are — a man not of words but of deeds. From 
his childhood his character had been distinguish- 
ed by a manly energy, and a manly good sense, 
which often astonished me when occasions of- 
fered for its manifestation. He would do. no- 
thing by halves, but was decided in every thing 
he did. The energy of his natural character be^ 
8* 
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caixie the energy of faitb. *I cannot,' he said, 
<and I will not sej-veiwo masters,' and he gave^ 
up all his fornler companions- and amusements 
with a manly businesslike manner, which made 
quite a sensation at the time in this neighbor- 
hood. 

"You will be ridiculed, I said to him, when 
hQ declared his intention to me. *I know it,' he 
answered, but 1 am prepared. I have not. ta- 
ken up my purpose lightly. I have sat down 
and counted the cost-r^and what is the cost? 
eternal gain — whafshall a man give in exchange 
for his SQul? . I have weighed the gain against 
the loss, and I am not to be moved because 
sdme thoughtless .wbrlcjlings will not be able. to 
understand me, and- will choose to attack me.' 
He sent in his resignation to the county hunt, 
and declined keeping an engagement he had 
made before his illness to be steward to the 
L races, and to the race ball. It was sug- 

gested to him, I am ashamed to say by myself, 
that, as he was really too unwell to take any 
part in such sports or amusements, he would 
save himself much annoyance by alleging ill 
health as his excuse. He was writing one of 
his letters of resignation when I said this, and 
he raised bis head and stared me in the face. 
*It would not be true,' he said. 'I can give 
only the true reason, and no other.' He met 
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"with a torrent of abuse and ridicule, as I ex- 
pected he would, but he met it all with a gen- 
tleness yv^hich astonished me even i^iore than his 
firmness. SoiAe of his former associfiltes called 
on him to expostulate with him. He saw them, 
egid listened patiendy to all they had to say. 
They set befbre^ him what they termed the 
utter absurdity of his conduct. Nothing could 
* exceed the kindness and sweetness of temper 
with which he replied to them, but he was im«« 
moveable as a rock. I have seen some of those 
young men, when Everard and I have been- 
riding or walking together in Brandon and other 
places, pass him without even a look or recog- 
nition, or with a contemptuous sneer. But I . 
never saw him fail in good breeding or courtesy 
to one of them. For a tiqaq he was stlmost like: 
a man cast off by society, and had no compa- 
nions but myself and his mother^ and one or two.' 

clergymen, Mr. N and Mr. Vaughan, aad 

the Grandisons. But his part was taken, and 
firmly and modestly he persevered in his new 
course of life. With his Bible and Prayer-book 
in his hand, he walked to. church twice a day. 
He took his place in the Sunday School at Bran- 
don, as a teacher of the youngest children there. 
He was foremost in every good work ! 

"At length the spirit of hostility jbegan to die 
away. Everard is not a person to be despised". 
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Hfe' did poifttioh in society he had rdkdnte^' 
<iaitted^bilt AnewmA higher position was qan 
eOy 8tnd' ndeonsciously awarded tg him, and' hd 
bos gradually won fbr himself, by his qvklt 
metnly self-possessioii, and by his decision and 
etieYgy in every right and noble cause, the te^ 
s^iisct and aidmimtion of the whole neighborhood* 
N^shrer was there a more respectful and aSSsit^ 
tidbate' child than Everard has become to Kid 
mbthet' atnd myself— never have I seen so hutn« 
bfe sL spirit; God bless him, Ood bleSS him; 
Hc» h&s taught me to respect him, and to desire 
«nd try tb b6 likp him'^ — ^and here the &tber^fir 
vmce fidteried, ahd his eyes filled with tetrK 
**Gdd &r civer blei^s liitn. fiTe has been lh<9r iit^ 
sthbneiit, under God, of bringing me tb tiW' 
knowledge of the truth. And we are, I trtHOi 
uiiited now in a bond of &r closer and more eiar 
duriEig union than that of parent aiid child." 
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CHAPTER THE SIXTH. 




J HEN Geraldine came down to the 
libray before dinner on that day, 
she found two gentlemen, whoI^ 
she had not seen before, sitting 
there in close conversation. They 
.rose .as she entered the room, but continued con- 
versing together, and as the rest of the party 
began to assemble, they withdrew to a sofa at 
the further end of the room, and still continued 
in the same earnest conference. 

"You have heard me speak of Everard Max* 
well," said Arthur Rushton to his sister. 

"Yes, is he here ? " She looked toward the 
sofa as she spoke. 

"You are right, Geraldine." 

"And the gentleman with whom he is con-* 
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versing with such grave earnestness?'' asked 
Geraldine. 

**And whoJistens to him now," said Arthur, 
**with a countenance of cahn and disdainful in- 
difieience, he is Mr. Carysfbrd, Grandison's 
Qousin Wilton. But Everard has risen, and is 
coming towards us. You. will find him worth 
knowing. Wje have heard some news about him 
to-day, which has gratified us exceedingly. We 
did not find him at the Grange, so Grandison 
and I rode on to meet him at Brandon, and left 
my &ther with Mr. Maxwell till our return, and 
it was on our return that Mr. Maxwell announced 
to us the approaching marriage of. his son to 
Miss N— — , the daughter of the Bishop of this 
Diocese. I have seldom seen any one appear 
so happy as the father did when he looked at 
his son, and told us of his intended marriage." 

"I wonder whether you have been able to 
prevail with him," said Arthur to Everard. " If 
I can read his mind from his face, I should say 
that you have reasoned and pleaded in vain." 

"I fear you are right," replied Everard, 
"but I have given him the Bishop's letter, which 
I see he is now reading, though I begged him to 
read it when alone. I should not have brought 
forward the subject this evening, but I found 
him alone when I came down from my room, 
and I did not wish to lose an opportunity of 
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speaMng to him. It was well I did so, for on 
asking him to give me an hour before or after 
breakfast to-morrow, he told me that he had or- 
dered his horses very early, having made an en- 
gagement to meet P , the architect, at his 

own house at Brandon at breakfast." 

" And did Wilton tell you for what purpose ? " 
said Mr. Grandison, who was standing near, 
aad had joined them, and heard what Everard 
was saying. 

"With a view to some alterations which he 
is about to make in Brandon church," replied 
Everard, "alterations in the chancel, for which 
the Romanist architect is to furnish designs." 

"But the Bishop's consent must be asked," 
said Grandison, "and i suspect he will not 
allow any thing to be done at Brandon church, 
while affairs stand as they do at present there." 

"I fear," said Everard, ".that Wilton will 
not be forward to consult the Bishop, but on 
some points he cannot act without his consent. 
It is marvellous how little regard some of the 
Tractarian party pay to their Bishops, though 
they may say so much in general terms, of the 
duty of obedience to Episcopal authority." 

" Wilton will return here to-morrow, I trUst," 
said Grandison, "I know that my mother ex- 
pected him to remain with us some days." 

"I cannot tell," replied Everard, "but he 
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WUkdd of going to Ravenstx)ne with Mr. P-^-^-f^^ 
iuod of a visit ^xat they, and the Prince and 
iPiiijcess Beknonte were to make together to 
I^ord S-^ — ." Here the party were summoned 
to diimen 

Geraldine sat next to Mr. Grafton at dinner, 
and be spoke to her about Ravenstone and the 
new monastery. He was an elegant and well 
educated nijajn, and his conversation was singu- 
larly agreeable. Geraldine was a good listener, 
and owing to her residence abroad, she was able 
to enter with interest into many of the subjects 
be brought forward. He 3poke of the pictures 
and statues of Italy,, and of the foreign society 
of Rome and Florence, and he recommended to 
her some of his favorite books ; but his chief 
topic was the priest at Ravenstone, father An- 
gelo, whom he described as combining in him- 
self all the noblest graces of the Christian cha- 
racter. "He could scarcely understand," he 
said, " and he could only deplore that a young 
man of such extraordinary intelligence and such 
rare holiness, one who in many respects was so 
far before the age, could suffer his mind to be 
enthralled by what he considered the errors of 
the Romish Church. He referred more particu- 
larly to the worship of the Virgin ; and yet he 
could easily understand how natural it was 
for one who had been brought up in the bosom 
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rfihe ChiircTi at Rome, to be carried away by a 
flbtion which was so ensnaring, from its refined 
and beautiful associations, to a highly imagina- 
tive mind like that of father Angelo's." 

"I have scarcely ever seen any thing," he 
said, **so beautiful as the chapel and shrine of 
the blessed Virgin at Ravenstone. It is behind 
thfe high altat. Picture to yourself a small cha- 
pel, faultless in its proportions, and in the purest 
style of florid gothic, its richly groined roof sup- 
ported by slender columns and arches of pecu- 
liar grace and lightness, the ground of the roof 
of the deepest azure, glistening with stars of 
gold. The altar of Parian marble of the softest 
white, simply adorned at either end by the clus- 
tered stems, and the buds and flowers of large 
Iflies, some raised and others drooping — stand- 
ing boldly out in sculptured relief from the 
smooth 4nd polished surface of the marble. On 
the altar, two vases of stainless alabaster filled 
with fresh flowers, lilies, white roses, orange 
blossoms, jasmines, and other white and fragrant 
flowers, their spotless petals presenting a lovely 
contrast to the green foliage. In a niche, a lit- 
tle above the altar, such a statue of the blessed 
Virgin, in flowing garments, her face gazing up- 
wards and her hands clasped, expressive of the 
repose of grief— calm, patient, heart-broken grief. 
The glare of daylight never enters that chapel. 
6 9 
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There are windows, but few and narrow, and 
filled with glass blue as the midnight sky^ with 
here and there a star of pale gold-color. Two 
tall candle-sticks of wrought and massive gold 
were on the altar, with their large waxen can- 
dles lighted, and shedding their clear radiance 
qver the fresh and snow-white flowers. A cha- 
lice also of wrought gold, of an antique shape, 
and embossed with large pearls and sapphires-T- 
an ofifering made that morning, as I afterwards^ 
heard, by the Princess to the shrine of the Vir- 
gin — stood upon the front of the altar. And a 
crucifix of ivory and gold, also the gift of the 
Princess, lay upraised and resting against the 
chalice. Above them hung a golden lamp, sus- 
pended from the roof, always burning, and 
flinging its bright rays upon the lovely statue of 
the Virgin mother. 

"It was in that chapel I first saw Father 
Angelo. He was kneeling on the steps of the 
altar, his arms folded on his chest, his face bent 
downwards. At some distance from him stood 
a youthful acolyte, slowly swinging his silver 
censer. I would have retreated, but so profound, 
was the stillness of the sacred place, so deep 
the devotion of the holy man, that I stood as 
spell-bound, feeling that the sound of my own 
footfall would be a kind of sacrilege. Nothing 
could be more striking than the contrast be- 
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tween the tan graceful figure of the kneeling 
priest, the noble contour of his manly head and 
neck, his dark garments falling in loose folds 
upon the marble steps and blending with the 
gloom, and the innocent face and fair and clus- 
tering hair of the child, whose alb of snowy 
white, and silver chain and censer, shone forth 
from the soft clouds of incense which rose up, 
roUmg and dispersing about him, and filling the 
little sanctuary with its rich and oriental fra- 
grance. As I stood there, the organ in the 
outer chapel broke upon the stillness with 
sounds of almost unearthly melody, and soft and 
swelling voices rose and fell with the full sweet 
tones of the music. The priest rose up from his 
knees, he turned and saw me. A look of aston- 
ishment came' over his facer — ^but a smile full of 
kindness succeeded. He addressed me by my 
name, and assured me that my presence in the 
chapel was no intrusion. I have seen him fre- 
quently since, and have sat with him in his little 
chamber till long after midnight, listening to the 
beautiful and affecting records of church history. 
The versatilUty of his talents, his extensive in- 
formation, and, above all, the sanctity of his 
life, must win for him admiration and respect 
wherever he is really known." 
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"I should like to know upon#hat subject 
Wilton was discoursing with such earnestness 
to Miss Eushton," said Everard to Miss Grandi- 
son^ when the gentlemen came from the dining- 
room. "I suspect it was the same about which 
he has been eloquent to me — ^the chapel and th^p 
prieat of Ravenstone." 

"You have guessed rightly," she replied, 
"and Miss ftiidbton has been speaking of noth- 
ing else to me 9iace we left the dining-room. 
She has caugltf some of WUton's enthusiasm/ 
and is quite. MnbKis to visit Ravenstone. I 
could not h^|^j|nkiiking of Rose^ and rejoicing 
that she had nfflpBfekrd Wilton's account of that 
beautiful chapet and of father Angelo. Rose 
would be carried away at once, and I must con- 
fess to you, that from what I have heard of 
father Angelo, not from Wilton, but in other 
quarters, I am disposed to think he must be a 
very superior person." 

" I have no doubt he is a very gifted person," 
said Everard, "and much as I abhor the system 
to which he is devoted, I should be sorry to 
judge him or any man ; but from what I hear of 
him, I dread his influence upon your cousin 
Wilton. Will your sister be absent much long- 
er ? " he continued. 

"O no," replied Miss Grandison. "We 
expect Rose with my grandmother and aunt at 



Vi» end 6f t)m \reek. ' They have been at Leam- 
ington dttring the last month for ray poor anntfs 
hedith, but I fear she is not much better. 'I 
iMnk -I know the reason whyyou afek aboHt 
Rdse/' She added, «* for I have had «.'letter: this 
very morning from dear Lucy N ■ ■■ ' , antK)unc- 
ing an event which we have all heard of with 
nnmingled pleasure, and allottiqe; to 'Rose and 
wyself an oflSce wfeich we<«hafl be delighted to 
€11. 'And when will Lncy lequiro'the attend- 
ance of her bridemaids ? " 

<'I suppose in about a'fbrtnight after the 
Bishop has paid his promklrti Irisit to La)dy 
Mary," said Everard. 

"And Mr. and Mrs. Maxwell and you nm 
coming to us then, I hope," said Miss Orandi- 
son. " We shall be a large party, for the Rufife- 
tons wiU probably be here at the same time. 
They leave us to-morrow for Herondale, brit 
will return next week. I wish Miss Rushton'tp 
know your Lucy and her charming mother." 

"Have you known Miss Rushton latigV^ 
inquired Everard. 

"We have never seen her till she came to 
ns a few days ago. Colonel Rushton, as you 
are well aware, was an old friend of my 'fer 
ther's— one of the executors to his will ; and Mr. 
Arthur Rushton is a great favorite at Defeiedtttt? 
but we have known little of the ladies of tlt^ ' 
9* 
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famfly till now. Mama has frequendy invited 
them, but something has always prevented their 
coming to us. We Hke much what we have 
seen of them, but they have lived a great deal 
in the worldj and I suspect look upon our ways 
at Deercourt as somewhat unaccountable. 
However, both Mrs. Rushton and Geraldine 
are so truly amiable, and so gend^, that we 
cannot help feeling much interested about them. 
My only fear," continued Miss Grandison, "is, 
lest they should judge of the high standard of 
religion which we endeavor to live up to, by oar 
inconsistenciesj orj I ought to say, by my own. 
As for my dear mother, I have Utde fear of her 
exciting any prejudice in them against religion. 
She is so admirably consistent, so kind to every 
one, and so skilled in the exercise of that wis- 
dom, which is gende and full of good fruits, 
without partiality and without hypocrisy, that 
she is wise to win souls, both with and without 
the Word. You have met Mr. Arden and his 
sister here, and diey have often spoken to us 
about their sister Mrs. Rushton and her chil- 
dren." 

"And diey are also coming to Deercourt, 
.are they^ot?" 

"Yes, we expect them next week, and I be- 
lieve they are to go to the Vicarage when they 
leave 



us. 
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CHAPTER THE SET 





^ERALDINE had ^er been sep. 
arated from her sister till the 
marriage of Lady Lyndon. They 
had both felt their separation very 
keenly, and had written constant- 
ly to one another ; and Geraldine's letters from 
Deercourt had awakened a lively interest in her 
sister's mind about the Grandisons. 

"I wish Geraldine were back at Deercourt," 
she said to Lord Lyndon, after reading a letter 
of her sister's from Herohdale ; *' without intend- 
ing to draw any invidious comparison between 
the family there and that at Deercourt, she has 
made me feel much more anxious to join the 
one party than the other. . Nothing can be kind- 
er than the reception she has met with at Her- 
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ondale^ and the place must be most magnificent, 
and Jie style of living very splendid, but it 
■efeuis to be the same common-place sort of 
existence that one meets with every day in the 
world. There is a charm of freshness and 
simplicity about Deercourt which is quite new 
to me ; and added to this, I must confess that 
after reading Geraldine's account of Lady Mary 
and her daughter, and Mr. Grandison, and even 
of my brolber Arthur, I have begun to feel 
rather uneasy about myself. I am not sure, 
dear Lyndon, that we are in the right ^^L» 
seeking nothing bBl amusement and self-gratm- 
cation. My heart has ached as well as my 
head, ^hen after nights of dissipation and days 
of idleness, I have received one of Geraldine's 
letters from Deercourt. I hope she will not fail 
lo return on Monday, and write to me a long 
letter by Tuesday's post I must know ncioxt 
of Lady Mary and her daughter Elizabeth." 

The Rushtons did return to Deercourt on 
the Monday, and Geraldine wrote to her sister 
by the post of the following day. 

".You look very pale and imwell, my dear 
Julia, this morning," said Lord Lyndon to his 
wife when he came down to breakfast on the 
W^dneisday morning. 

"I am very unwell," she replied. **^ Really, 
•Lyndcm, this life is kiUtng me. Every moming 
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tbe laoguor which comes ^^er me te^ 8o dutte«ik 
iogi diat I can hanlly summon the resolutioit to 
dress. Last night, after that exciting Ofetm^ 
and the glaxe and heat of that most stupid paap- 
ty at Mrs. Munden's, I could not help deplorisg, 
as 'W'e drove home — ^yes very seriously d^pior- 
iiiEg, the price we are paying for our pleasures, 
if pleasures they can be caUed> iiferificiBg 
health, and ease, and comfbrftf far- what ? to 
keep our place in the giddy round df senseless 
^dissipation. Lady Fosbroke laughed at me un* 
mmsifuUv yesterday for comjdaiiiifig of head- % 

acne and languor so early in thi% Season, and 
told me that she did not know iNbafc would be- 
come of me by the time it was ovfer. She en- 
deavored to comfort me by the assurance that 
I should in time get accustomed to this way of ^ 

living. 'It was the same with myself,' she 
said, « at first. . I well remember what it was 
to complain of head-ache and languor, and to 
look hke a ghost, but I have got over it all now. ^ 
And I assure you,' she added, *it is half &a- t 

cy.' But she seems tp me to have been worn 
down to nothing but bones and sinews, and to 
look like a ghost now. My dear Lyndon, why 
should we live this kind of life? I quite dread 
the thought of realising her words and getting 
hardened to iu" 

'*I am sure, Julia," be replied, ^I have ao 
5* 
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particiilar inclination fer it. I thought yoii wish- 
ed to go out in your own .circle, and I know that 
it always gives me pleasure to see you admired, 
still I am quite ready to stay at home with you. 
But you look so bright arid blooming every 
night, and seem in such high spirits, that I can 
scafcely persuade myself that you are really 
suffering from this way of life/' 

"O I am excited then, and indeed I feel 
very well, and in excellent spirits at the time; 
but this reaction follows, and you see what I ^ 
am this morning — so languid and stupid, Ifjpn- 
don, that, till you took up that newspaper, I had 
forgotten that -I expected a letter fromGeral- 
dine, and that — ^Yes, there it is," she added, 
and her animation of manner returried, and the 
color came back to her cheek, " Two letters, 
dear Charles, for me ! One from dear good 
aunt Susan, and the other from my own darling 
sister, and full of violets. O, how sweet they 
smell! the very breath of spring! and they are 
still fresh. There is something quite delightful 
to me in the fragrance of real country flowers. 
And here is a long letter, unusually long even 
from Geraldine, who knows I like a history 
from her. They are at Deercourt again 
Charles." 

" But you have eaten no breakfast, my dear 
Julia, you have not even begun." 
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"Because I had no appetite,'' she replied, 
"but -I mean to eat when I have read my let- 
ter. • I know, too, that you will Uke to hear it." 
. " " They were so kind to me at Herondale, 
that I was sorry to leave them, but I am now 
• quietly writing to you, my dearest JuUa, in my 
own pleasant room at Deercourt, and I find my- 
self returning to it with a kind of home feeUng. 
Mama is lying down, and Marguerite is putting 
my things into the drawers, and expressing ev- 
ery BOW and then in a few quiet words, some- 
times to me and sometimes to herself, her 
pleasure in getting back to Deercourt. We 
arrived about an hour before luncheon, and 
were ushered into the saloon, where we found 
an old lady, who proved to be Lady Mary's 
mother, the dowager Lady Herondale. Mama, 
who had often met her many years ago, knew 
her immediately, and told me afterwards that 
she was surprised to see how little she was 
altered by age. She' received us in a very 
friendly and even courteous manner. 'I am 
so glad you are come,' she said, *we were 
sadly disappointed to learn that you had gone 
to Herondale the very day that we arrived 
here. I am happy to find some reasonable 
beings here, for I am often bored to death with 
the persons that Lady Mary picks up. To tell 



you, tjbe tmih^ I dislike your good people, and 
thjsy sometimes abound here.' 

••I cannot say that these remarks produced 
a foi^orable impression upon me. I was indeed 
startled to discover so different a spirit from 
that which I had expected to meet in the moth- 
er of Lady Mary. Her countenance too, though 
hfi^r features are handsome, is far from prepos^ 
sessing. There is something almost forbiddipg 
in its usual expression. She is, however, ex- 
tremely gracious to us. Her daughter. Lady 
Ghrace Viviaji, came in with Lady Mary, soon 
after. She is more like a beautiful shadow than 
a creature of flesh and blood. And I never 
saw such an expression of fixed and incurable 
sorrow as that on her pale sweet face. She is 
in deep mourning, almost a widow's mourning ; 
her manners are cold and distant, and she sel- 
dom speaks, or seems indeed to take an interest 
in any subject. Mr. Vivian, as you are aware, 
is our minister at one of the German courts, 
and at the earnest entreaty of Lady Mary, he 
brought Lady Grace to England last autumn, 
in the hope that she might derive some benefit 
from the air of her native country, and take up 
her abode for a time at Deercourt with her sis- 
ter and mother. The cause of her grief was 
the death of her last surviving child, who was 
on the eve of marriage at the time she died. 
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^<But I will talk of other sul^ects. Papa 
is delighjted to return to Deercourt. He had 
rather an ajn using source of annpyanoe. .at 
Herondale-T-what he terms the detestable dish* 
es of the French cook, whom Lord Herondab, 
thinks a very superior artiste, because he payfi ^ 
him a very exorbitant salary. Mama and I 
Were made the confidants of his secret com-; 
pliaints of Monsieur Olivier's bad cookery. Bfo 
is warm in his commendation of the delicate 
neatness and the plain fare of Deercourt. 
Here, indeed, all is in keeping, a plain and 
noble simplicity of manners — dress — furniture 
— cookery — every thing. There are few of 
those luxuries which seem, as Arthur says, to 
have been increasing so muqh of late years, 
and none of that state or grandeur which are 
certBunly very striking at Herondale. There is 
at Deercourt an air of domestic comfort, an 
ease, which is to me infinitely preferable. 

"But I must tell you about Rose Grandison. 
When we came in from Herondale I looked 
€ibout — ^that is, only with my eyes — ^for Rose 
or Elizabeth, but neither of them appeared. 
I saw, as I told you, the old Lady Herondatei 
and Lady Mary and hex sister, and just before 
luncheon Mr. Grandison and Arthur made their 
appearance. We went to luncheon, but neither 
Rose or Elizabeth appeared. The luncheoa- 
10 
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was half ovwr, and the gentlemen, who were 
going to take a long ride beyond Brandon, had 
left the table, when Lady Mary began to won- 
der what could have kept her daughters so long 
away, and turned to me, begging that I would 
go to their sitting-room, and bring them both 
down — ^•for,' she added, *I now remember 
that I left them there two hours ago, and they 
said nothing of going out when I was with 
them.' I went to seek them. Their sitting- 
room is in an old square tower, which formerly 
stood apart from the house at the end next the 
flower garden, it is now connected with the 
house by a kind of gallery, I might almost call 
it a covered garden, filled with large orange 
trees and other exotics, roofed with glass, and 
opening on the southern side, which is a colon- 
nade of pillars filled between their open spaces 
with glass, upon the broad terrace which ex- 
tends the whole length of the house, and firom 
which, at intervals, broad flights of steps lead 
down to the glades and slopes, and cedar 
shades of the beautiful garden. It is the plea- 
santest room I ever saw, pannelled with cedar, 
and filled with old-fashioned and comfortable 
furniture, chairs and so&s of the Louis Quinze 
date, covered with velvet, once green, and still 
strong and serviceable, though its color is almost 
gone. 
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"There is one lovely picture in this room, 
the portrait of Lady Maiy, by Hopner, when 
sixteen, as a peasant girl in brown gown with a 
large straw hat, shading a face which for intel- 
ligence, modesty, and angelic, sweetness could 
scarcely be matched. 

"I was passing quickly through the gallery 
to this pleasant room, when my steps were ar- 
rested by a few soft notes of music, and a few 
clear tones of the sweetest voice I ever, heard. 
I stood, as if spell bound, listening for the 
sounds which had left such sweetness on my 
ear, to come again — ^in less than a minute they 
came, and now I passed on with noiseless foot- 
steps, though scarcely thinking why I trod so 
lightly. When I reached the door I paused — ^it 
was partly open, and I could not resist gazing 
into the room before I entered, for I saw that I 
was unobserved. The wide and mullioned 
windows were open, but the light was subdued 
by the awnings of the thick outward blinds 
which had been let down and covered them. 
In the mellowed light, the face and figure of the 
singer were seen in ; profile. She was sitting 
before a piano-forte, an open volume rested on 
the desk-frame of the instrument, and a music 
book and inkstand lay on the small table beside 
her. And this is Rose Grandison! I said to 
myself; and I felt as I fixed my gaze upon 
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' '■• '^..-:-"'^^■•^i.. 
. liijrit^pw^fal creature before me, tbsC I saw 

iKweth^ig like the ideal of female lovdinets. 
. l/haire seen ibaiiy beautiful feces, but none so 
- yery lorely as biers, none so fuU of intellectual 
^^jftj^tiksntf. di head and brow of fauMess 
itoiir, the dark browh hair gathered almost 
^pKj^ .Diligence into a thick but simple knot 
^^H^lJf^e.back of lliai graceCul head, a few care- 
^/Jhis: waves JkUing lighdy over the cheek, and 
that cheel:. colorea with a rose-like red which 
came and went with every change of emotion ; 
and now she touched the keys of the piano- 
forte and sounded some sweet notes of the 
instrument, and at the same time, a few still 
sweeter notes rose from her lips, and now jAte 
turned to the table and rapidly dotted them 
down upon the music book, and then again she 
touched the keys and sung again, and again she 
dotted down the notes. And now she had 
finished her task, and she took the music book 
irom the table, and placed it upon the piano^ 
forte^ and she drew her seat closer to the instni- 
ment,'and lighdy running over the keys, with a 
short and brilliant prelude, she sung the song 
she had composed. The words are not her own. 

Hark, O baric! 

' Tis the g^ note of the lark. 
Bise my soul, exultant, soazing, 
Biae, ttxy day^pring pare, adoring, 
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N«w tho cbvaiDg gloi; muk, 
From ffaadowB dark. 

Come fwecft light, 

Cheer my ipirity chaie my ni^it, 

Heace thou weary, wakefiil seaaon. 

Throbbing pulsei distracted reaaOD, " '• ,/. 

Fitfol fevejr take your flight, * S! 

Heayen ia bright ' ' . ' 

^*May I introduce myself?'^ I said as l^ 
entered the room, "for I see that Miss Gran- 
dison is not here to introduce me," and I deliv- 
ered my message from Lady Mary. 

"'And I had forgotten you all,' said Rose, 
*aod yet to you alone I should and would 
have gone immediately to welcome you back 
to Deercourt.' 

"*0, I assure you, EUzabeth is not herQ,' 
she continued, as I again looked around me, 
'she is not hidden behind the folds of that 
skreen, nor has she evaporated and vanished 
into thin air. She went off to meet Miss 
Vaughan on som.e parish visit to the schools, 
or to the poor, and left her friend's note, which 
I was to give .to mama, to account for her 
absence. She will be at home an hour or twx> 
before dinner, but no sooner. Dear EUzabetti, 
I wish I were like her — so unselfish and so 
pains^taking ! but I really think she has as 
much pleasure in the cottages, and the school, 

10* . " 
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as I have among my music books and paintings. 
I go about among the poor, and I teach the 
-children, because it pleases mama, and because 
iny brother wishes me to do so, but J must con- 
fess to you that it is hard work, and most un- 
pleasant to me.' 

"«0, do tell me, Miss Rushton,' she said, 
as we pased through the orangery, 'are these 
orange blossoms as large and fragrant as those 
in Italy? I know that in those southern cli- 
mates where the fruit ripens in the open air, 
there is a ruddy glow on that side which is next 
the sun; and yet the scent of orangQ: blossoms, 
even in this country, is to me almost unmatched 
for sweetness.' 

"She broke off a branch thickly laden with 
its ivory flowers, and gave it to me. 

"'Perhaps you will not prize as much as I 
do these flowers, which have been so common 
to you, though one never grows tired of flow- 
ers, whenever they come forth 'and bloom. 
With every returning season, they are as sweet, 
as beautiful, and as welcome as ever.' 

"I had written thus far when I heard a light 
tap at my door, and in a moment afi;er the sweet 
face of Rose Grandison appeared. 

"*I am come,' she said, *to carry you off 
to one of my-fevorite haunts. You really must 
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not sit writing in doors, on such a day as thisy 
a summer day in spring — 

* I know a bank whereon the v/}[d thyme bbws, ^ 

Where ox-lips and the nodding violet grows ; 
Quite oyei>canopied with lush woodbine, 
With sweet musk-roses and with eglantine.' 

"*Or rather in plain prose, I know a bank 
quite blue with violets, where the whole air 
around is scented with their sweetness, and if ^ 
you wish for violets you must come with me.* " 



■ >■ •• 
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CHAPTER TiiE filQHI^H. 




; TELL you, child, I do not ask for 
your opinion on these subjects, 
or indeed, on any. Do you think 
at my age^ that it is at all likely 
I should need instruction from 
my own grandchild ? '* 

"But, dear grandmama, I should not think 
of presuming to take the liberty you accuse me 
of," said Miss Grandison meekly. 

"O pray, Elizabeth, don't let me have any 
of your meek airs — ^I disUke your aflfected 
meekness as much as yoiir dictation. Of course 
you would not presume openly to teach me, but 
do not think I am quite the dolt ydt take me 
for. I undeffltand your insinuations, and let 
n>e tell you,Tnere is a way of giving an indi- 



T^)t admonition-*-of talking ca a person — ^which 
is.tb me quite as intolerable as levelling a direct 
and pointed attack." 

It happened that poor Lady Herondale was 
too well acquamted with this way of speaking, 
for she was accustomed to the mode of indirect 
attack, or talking at another. 

"I knew well enough," she continued, ** what 
you meant when you went on praising Maurice 
Vaughan to Miss Rushton, and expatiating on 
the subject of Missionaries. Missions indeed; 
tfie whole scheme is a mere chimera. It never 
did succeed, and it never will. I believe Mrs. 
Bushton, you are of my opinion." 

"I hope not," said Mr. Arden, "and I think 
not from what Choline has been saying to me 
on the subject this morning." 

"As for you, Mr. Arden, I have no patience 
with you — ^nor-do I well know what to make of 
you — ^you have been scarcely four-and-twenty 
hours in the house, and I think you have con- 
tradicted me as many times. Really, you have 
grown quite insufferable since you have taken 
to holding the absurd notions of Lady Mary and 
her set. What can be your reason for always 
taking up a different opinion from mine I cannot 
divine." 

"I beg your ladyship's pardon^most hum- 
bly, for any offence I may have pven by the 
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inamier of my emtractictions/' he jsaid .drily. 
"My manner, like my temper, is taone of the 
best, but if your opinion has been the expres- 
non of aor error, I hold to my right, and I claim 
my privilege, as a minister of the truth, to di£fer 
from your ladjrship, not only in my thoughts but 
by my words." 

■ "You are a very provoking person, Frank 
Ardto," replied Lady Herondale, "and allow 
me tt> ten you not impipved by your new no- 
tions. Your temper is as bad as ever. We 
were old allies, but I have done with you. I 
treed to take your .part, when people complain^ 
ed of your cutting caustic remarks, but 1 tell 
you plainly,' I shall do so no longer." 

"I have fought by you/ ladyship's side 
against the truth too often," said Mr. Arden, 
"and I can easily understand that you feel 
piqued with me for turning against you, but we 
shairyet again be allies. You will come round, 
1 know you will, to the right side, as I have 
done." 

"Never, sir,, never." 

"Never to the right side, madam — do you 
know what you are saying ? Never to the right, 
does your ladyship always intend to remain in 
the wrong ? " 

"What gpu call right, sir," she retorted 
sharply, "I call wrong." 



°i 
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"No madam, nd," he replied coolly,. "your 
conscienqe tells you at this moment .who is 
right and who is wrong, and you are obliged to 
have a skirmish with your conscience as well 
as with me, and therefore you. are displeased 
with it and with me, and speak so warmly. 
You are full of prejudices against many things, 
which in your conscience you cannot disprove." 
*I full of prejudices ! I a prejudiced person, 
sir,! I do not know any one so entirely without 
prejudice as myself." 

"Because, madam, you do not know* your- 
self. You remind me, forgive me for saying so, 
of the lady who expressed her disHke to the 
French nation in very strong terms, and who 
said with much indignation to some one who 
accused her of being prejudiced, 'I hate preju- 
dice, I hate the French.' But prejudice is the 
child of ignorance, and I feel convinced that 
when you once determine to search into the 
subject, to which you now set up so blind an 
opposition — to use the excellent sense God has 
given you, and judge impartially — ^you will take 
the right view, and come over to the right side. 
I speak thus," he said gravely, and wjth a soft- 
ened manner, "because I have been, and as 
you know, not many years ago, as opposed lo 
the truth as your ladyship now is. I have cause 
to bless God for having opened my eyes. He 
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Kiss huttibted my pride, and had brought me to 
Iftment my former mistaken opinions, and to 
correct them. I pray with all my heart that he 
m*iy do the same for you. I might have been 
silent, and not have run the risk of offending 
against the rules of good breeding, by differing 
so often and so decidedly from your ladyship, 
but there is a point where the common rules of 
good breeding may be out of place. I am a 
miirister of Christ, and we are both perishing 
sinners — ^you as well as I. Life is uncertain, 
but this is certain, that we must both soon be 
called to our great account. We may be all 
classed under two heads, the self-righteous and 
the self-condemned.- I have belonged to the 
former class, you still belong to it. I thank God 
that I belong to it no longer. I have yielded to 
the convicted and condemning power of God's 
word and Spirit. I have thrown down the arms 
of my rebellion, and I own myself to be con- 
quered and subdued, but not by the wrath of 
God, which I deserve, but by love, the love of 
God in Christ. Your ladyship's strict integrity 
and uprightness, the high and honorable course 
which you have pursued through life, have hith- 
erto been your strongholds, nay, they have been 
little better than snares to you. I hope to see 
your strongholds give way, your snares broken." 
"Really, Frank Arden — really, sir, you go 
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loo far," said the old lady, rising, and drawing 
up "her stately figure to its full height^ while the 
color rose to crimson in her cheeks, and her 
dark eyes almost flashed with anger. "I will 
bear this no longer, it is perfectly, intolerable." 

"It is unanswerable," he replied with a 
calmness and even mildness not natural to him. 
"The truth as it is iij Jesus will commend it- 
self to your conscience however offensive it may 
be to your will and inclination. I am glad to 
have had this explanation. Lady Herondale. 
You will know what to expect from me in fu- 
ture. I say this with no wish to offend. I have 
a high esteem and respect for your ladyship. I 
ought to have both, for I have received nothing 
but kindness from you. I have cause to bo 
grateful to you, and I am grateful, but I must 
risk your displeasure, rather than prbve a false 
and faithless friend to you." 

'*It is well for me at least," she replied, and 
she turned angrily away, "that you have not 
exposed me and yourself by such unwarrantable 
language. I am glad that your sister and Eliz- 
abeth left the room as you began your sermon, 
or I should rather say your attack." The hot 
tears gathered in her eyes and fell, but she 
knew tliat he could not see them, for her back 
was towards him. Tossing back her head, she 
opened the door ; the handle of the lock rattled 
6 11 
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italMiTiiadd'--*-tlie door closed upoalier; perhaps 
)$ 'b«D|[0d (Aigfatlj, or perhaps it slipped fiom 
ter hlRid, and die oxdy seemed to bang it. 

- Liuly JMhrjr found iier^ mother walking up 
and' down the orangery ».'tidth hurried steps and 
'A bcttited cotintenance. 

. " What has happened, dear mother ? " she 
Sfltid aflbctionalely. ^ 

^'Oj never mind, -never mind," she replied* 
.^'Nothing has happened, bdt that Frank Arden 
haft been rating me with a sharpness worthy of 
himself.' I am astonished hi the liberties he 
takes-^but I respect him though I am very an- 
jgiy with him. I was never so spoken to in mjr 
life. But he is an honest tnaji, Mary. He used 
to be a favorite of mine, a great favorite — ^not- 
withstanding his rough caustic speech-^and he 
is still one of the friends I value most in the 
world. He has dared to speak the truth to mp, 
and though I could have struck him, I respect 
him. He is ah honest man and a good man. 
Don't ask me any more about it. He is right 
and I am wrong.'' 



That day, at dinner, Mr. Arden took his 
place next Lady Herondale: she turned and 
looked at him as they seated themselvies. 
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" I am always pleased to have an old friend 
next me," she said, and she looked pleased. 
"Mr. Vaughan has at last brought his son to 
Deercourt," she added. "How very pale 
and ill he still looks, but what a fine expression 
of countenance — what unaiBfected ease of man- 
ner ! I should not have known him for the 
bashful awkward lad that I remember. I am 
vastly pleased with the Uttle I have seen of him. 
His good old father brought him up to me soon 
after ihey entered the room, and he has been 
telling me of a tomb which he found in a bury- 
ing ground at Calcutta — ^the tomb of a sweet 
sister of mine. My dear father, as perhaps you 
have heard, was for many years in India, and 
one of the supreme council in Bengal. It was 
not till my uncle's death, when be came to the 
title, that he left India. My eldest sister and 
brother were born there. But I must tell you 
how gratified I feel by what I find Maurice 
Vaughan has been doing. He had the tomb 
repaired before he left India, and has brought 
me a drawing of it. You can tell me something, 
I dare say, of his proceedings in India and Af- 
rica, but I mean to read the journal which he 
has pubUshfed. I find that my daughter Mary 
has it, and that she has lent it to Lady Grace.'* 

"I do not see Lady Grace," said Mr. Arden. 
" I hope she is not too unwell to dine with us," 
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"Indeed she is," replied Lady Herondale. 
" She is worse today than I have seen her for 
some time, so very low and so languid and in- 
different about every thing. She makes herself 
ill, and I scold and coax by turns, but all to no 
purpose. She seems to care for no one but my 
niece Rose: And Jane Vivian was certainly like 
Rose, though Jane was a plain likeness of her 
cousin, and wanted her play of countenance and 
sweet expression. 

"Do look at Rose now," she continued, "as 
she listens to the conversation between her 
brother and the younger Mr. Vaughan, her very 
looks seem to speak." 



"My dear Miss Vaughan," said the old lady, 
when the ladies entered the saloon after dinner, 
"I want you to come and sit next me. Yes, 
you may get your work, but you must talk as 
well as work. I wish to hear something about 
your brother's life as a missionary. What was 
that story he was telling of those horrible 
wretches, a part of whose religion it is to com- 
mit murder ? I only caught a word here and 
there at dinner. Did I hear aright, I thought 
he called them Thugs. I suppose I shall find 
some account of them in his journal. My daugh- 
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ter has it, but I doubt if she will read it — ^nay, 
I begin to fear that nothing here on earth will 
ever interest her again." 

Miss Vaughaii was able to tell many stories 
about the Thugs, which filled Lady Herondale 
with amazement and horror, and she did not 
fail to dwell on the fact, that murder of the 
most treacherous and frightful kind was part 
of the religious system of that extraordinary 
people ; and that a portion of the spoil taken 
from their victims is always considered as dedi- 
cated to their goddess Kalee, a fabled monster 
of iniquity and cruelty. 

"How incumbent it is," she added, "that 
the mild and lovely religion of Jesus Christ 
should be introduced among the idolators of 
every land." 

Lady Herondale listened in silence, she 
said nothing in approval, but she oflfered no 
objection. 



"What will you say, Mr. Arden,'* she said 
afterwards to him, "if after all I give up my 
prejudices against Missionaries. It is of little 
consequence, I know, as you may tell me, 
whether I approve or disapprove, because I can 
do but little to aid or injure them." 
11* 
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"I do not say so," he replied. "It is tru^, 
dear madam, that whether you and I approve 
or not, God can and will carry on His own 
designs without us, but the weakest efibrt of 
even the humblest individual to give glory to 
BSs great name, and to serve a perishing fellow 
creature, is pleasing to His sight, and will be 
i:Qwarded by Him ; and let me add, I am not 
astonished to find your prejudices giving way. 
As I told you, I confidently expect that they 
will all gradually disappear as you bring them 
into the clear sunlight of the truth, just as the 
cold mists and vapors of the night melt and 
disperse beneath the powerful beams of the 

"But I am so struck by this Missionary,** 
she said. "He is such a gentlemen, so refined 
im his ideas and yet so frank in his manner, so 
extremely well-bred ! Where in the world he 
can have acquired his manners I cannot imagine, 
for instead of living in in good society, he has 
banished himself among heathens and savages." 

"He has had the Bible, the best teacher of 
good manners in the world," replied Mr. Arden. 
"The man, madam, who does not learn good 
manners under that teacher, though he may 
shine in society as the finest of fine gendemen, 
has often but the spirit of a selfish clodpole un- 
der the graceful garb which outwardly adcMms 
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him. Trust me, the occasions are not rare when 
such a character betrays his origin to be of the 
dust of earth. It is when the Lord and Giv^r 
of life breathes into the man the breath of spir- 
itual life and he becomes a new creature, tfiat 
his mind acquires the real refinement, his man- 
ners the genuine gracefulness of the Christian 
character. 

"Excuse me for saymg so — I may be ac- 
quitted of the rudeness of the assertion by the 
fact that you now appear to be so changed — 
but I have sometimes deemed even your lady- 
ship to be wanting in refinement of heart. 
Your manners were usually faultless as to their 
outward polish, but there is a vulgarity of the 
heart, often met with in persons of the highest 
rank. Your worthy old lady's-maid, Mrs. Dow- 
gate, as vulgar a body as I ever saw, is utterly 
without this vulgarity of the heart. She always 
reminds me of the Apostle's words, < Be pitiful, 
be courteous.' I scarcely know a more unselfish 
and tender spirit." 

"Indeed, sir," she replied, "I am not 
much flattered by your insinuation of my inferi- 
ority in refinement to good old Dowgate." 

"But have you not been proud and over- 
bearing in spirit, dear madam? and is any 
thing more opposed to the lowly, lovely graces 
of the Christian character than pride. Nothing 
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is so common, and, therefore, do indicative of 
vulgarity of heart as pride. I know what I am 
speaking of, for I have been full of this vulgar 
sin, and I have had no excuse. I am not like 
yourself, a person of high rank, nor have I been 
exposed to the temptations of your dangerous 
sphere in society. I have had far less, in every 
sense, to be proud of, and I have been hatefuUy 
proud, without even the grace of manners 
which has usually, though not always, distin- 
guished your ladyship. I say not always, for, 
to speak figuratively, the rough coarse selvage 
of the inner clothing has sometimes projected 
beyond the glossy robe of broidered velvet." 

"And in this way, sir, you would reconcile 
me to your rebuke. But I believe that I 
deserve it. I have been proud, and I have 
looked upon pride as at least a noble sin. I 
will try to think of it, as you do ; and let me 
beg that henceforth you will tell me plainly of 
my sin whenever you perceive it. Do not spare 
me. I must hear the truh, whether I will or 
no, at the last." 

"I thank you, dear madam," he replied, 
"for the permission you have given me. I 
will not abuse it, but you must kindly bear 
with the infirmities of my temper, and you 
must kindly forgive me for any offence I have 
now given by my way of speaking. But I 
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think I know your ladyship's character well 
enough to know that less direct speaking than 
that which I have used, though it might have 
displeased you less, would have made no im- 
pression." 

"And so, sir, you think that in the exercise 
of your profession as a spiritual physician, it 
is better for me to take your piU in all its bit- 
terness, than to have it gilded — and you are 
right. I will think over what you have said, and 
I will read any books you may lend me." 

"I would beg you," he said, "to confine 
your reading to one book, and that is the Bible. 
Will you promise me to do this?" 

"I will," she replied. "But must I con- 
fess my ignorance, I know not how to read it, 
so as to get the good I need from it. Will you, 
my good friend — for my friend I am convinced 
you are — ^will you, while you remain at Deer- 
court, come every day for an hour to my dress- 
ing-room and read it with me, to put me in the 
way of profiting by what I read. Old as I 
am, I need leading strings at first to enable me 
afterwards to go alone." 

"I will do so with pleasure, my dear lady, 
and you must allow me to hope that soon after 
our return home — ^we have a visit to pay first 
to the Vaughans — ^you will do Susan and my- 
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Wfi\^ the bpnbjr of payipg us ^oqk l<m$ frmmi 
▼uAi tQ ©y PanKwage.'*^ 

<fl 9hould be most bappy to acc^ yc^ 
idyitatiooy*' sbe replied, **withpvit any hfMilfr^ 
tkm, but poor. Lady Orace is in so idepr^jimi ft. 
state that I cannot bear to leave ber.'* 

** But perhi^s we may induce ber to agoomr 
pviyyou*" 

<<I doubt it, I doubt it," said the qM la4y« 
<*but I shfill thank you &om my he9|t if yop 
prevail; and you and your good sister W^ 
such old fiiends, that I wiU hope poor Qr^oe 
may be prevailed upon to visit you. I see tbftt 
she seems to take to Miss Arden more tjtian ^ 
any one in. this house, except Rose, whpn^ sbe 
loves more than any creature in the world* But 
you don't know Lady Grace. She is even more 
opposed to your views of religion than I bavQ 
been. She always has been so. She was, %& 
you know, at one time a reigning beauty in, ^ 
high circles in which she moved, one of ibe moett 
elegant and oiie of the most fastidious, but. 9». 
thorough woman of the world. She is now ai 
mere wreck of what she was, both in person 
aqd in health ; and she has yielded herself up 
so entirely to her grief, that it has fairly mastcii:- 
ed her in every way. No one but a person cqu- 
stiwitly with her, as I am, would believe tMBbat* 
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t6' what a state of wretchedness she has reduced 
herself. She never opens her Bible, though I as- 
sure you I have tried, as well as Lady Mary,, 
tQ persuade her to do so. I fear she never 
prays. Her sister has brought her books well 
calculated, I have no doubt, to comfort her, and 
offered to read them to her. And she has occisi- 
sionally allowed Lady Mary or Elizabeth to 
read to her, but she has either not cared to hear 
what they read, or it has had no effect upon 
her, for she continues in the same state of hope- 
less apathy, and the books lie unopened and 
unnoticed." 

"* Rachel mourning for her children,'" said 
Mr. Arden, "'and refusing to be comforted be- 
cause they are not.' We must pray for her, 
dear madam, and commend her case more en- 
tirely to Him who is the only comforter. His 
compassions fail not. He will hear our prayers, 
and sanctify to your poor child her deep aflSic- 
tion. Hopeless as her case may have hitherto 
appeared to you, I do not and will not despair. 
To tell you the truth, my only dread is lest she 
should be led in any way to look to the world, 
and the poor pleasures of the world, for consola- 
tion. He who has brought her into the wilder- 
ness may in His infinite love and graciousness 
meet her there, aye, sooner than you or I sup- 
pose it probable, to speak comfortably to her, 
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and bid her weep no more. She may yet lift 
up her head, and see Him bending over her 
an4 whispering comfort She may yet be led 
to bring her burden of grief to His feet, and find 
rest to her souL" ^ 
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CHAPTER THE NINTH. 




jUCH has been said about the 
vulgar and prosaic character of 
our English hymns and their 
irreverent familiarity, and it is 
true that too many hymns might 
be pointed out which are open to this chafge. 
But the charge has been often made at random ; 
and the fact is, that many of those persons who 
feel such a fastidious objection to the phraseolo- 
gy of our hymns, would, we fear, be found as 
much opposed to the pecuUar doctrines of our 
holy faith, not as set forth in the defective lan- 
guage and the inharmonious rhythm of some of 
our hymn writers, but in the beautiful and 
inspired pages of Grod's oWn perfect word. 
There are, we do not scruple to assert, many, 
12 
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very many beautiful hymns in our language, 
which those who, from education and refinement 
are well fitted to be good judges on the subject, 
approve and admire, not so much for ^ their 
poetry as for their spirituality. Not only the 
fervent and noble thoughts of a powerful mind, 
not only force and gracefulness of expression, 
not only, in a word, the fire of poetry with its 
imagination, its feeling, and its modulated sweet- 
ness are needed in a hymn, but the unction of a 
spiritual mind. There is,, indeed, a higher ele- 
vation dian that of intellect and imagination, a 
purer refinement than that of elegant taste, a 
tone of feelirig deeper than that yrhich th0 un- 
converted heart has ever known. And all this 
is taught by the Holy Spirit to those who lov^ 
like her of old to sit at the feet of Jesus Christj 
and to hear His word. 

We do not give the following hymn as prov^ 
ing in its stanzas the truth of the foregoing 
remarks, but merely as one of those which formed 
part of the family worship at Deercourt, The 
whole household, with a few exceptions from 
among the guests of Lady Mary, were assem- 
bled in the hall, and their social worship coBa- 
menced with this hymn-^ 

To prayer, to prayer, fpr the moroing bre^lu, 
And earth in her Mal^^r's sn^le %wa(^es ; 
His light is on all below, above, 
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The light of gladness, of life and love. 
Oh then, on the breath of this early ah*, 
Sand ap the incense of grateful prayer ! 

To prayer, to prayer, for in every place 
The sinner may plead at a throne of grace ; 
Come let us worship oar glorious Kiagf 
Kneel down before Him, and rise to sing ; 
To Jesus let hymns of praise be given, 
By all His creatures in earth and heaven. 

Lady Mary accompanied the hymn upon tlie 
organ, and the voices of the assembled worshipr 
pers rose in one loud sweet harmony of song Ux 
the Lord, whom they adored. The air which 
ihey sung was beautiful, and peculiarly suited 
to the words of the hymn. 

Mr. Vaughan read a portion of the Holy 
Scriptures with a grave and impressive earnest- 
ness, which was calculated to touch the hearts 
of those who heard him. He made a few re- 
'm£u:ks upon the inspired words which he had 
been reading, and all that he said was plaint 
devotional, and practical. The prayer which 
followed, and concluded the service, was of the 
same simple character, breathed forth at once 
with deep reverence and child-confidence. ^ The 
little assembly rose up refreshed in spirit, 
and fitted by their united communion with their 
Father and their God, for the events of the day. 
Prayer was indeed "the golden key which 
opened and closed the day" at DeercK>urt. The 
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whole household were accustomed to meet to* 
gether in that service which levels all worldly 
distinction, to hear what their God had spoken 
to them in His word, and to speak to their Gkxi 
as with one voice in prayer. Where God is not 
thus worshipped by the whole assembled family, 
it may be said with truth that He is not acknow- 
ledged as the Father of the family. Private 
prayer is doubtless of the first importance^ but 
the duties and the privileges of a Christian 
household are neither understood nor performed 
where private prayer is not followed up by 
family worship. 

Mr. Vaughan was, in some respects, the ex- 
treme opposite of Mr. Arden — ^they both endea- 
vored to live up to their profession as disciples 
and ministers of our blessed Lord ; they held the 
same doctrinal views, acted on the same holy 
principles, and were intimate friends; but Mr. 
Vaughan was by nature as calm and gentle as 
his friend was otherwise. He was still less a 
man of the world, and he was even more plain- 
spoken than Mr. Arden ; yet he seldom gave 
ofience to any one, for it was almost impossible 
to resist the genuine kindness and courtesy of 
his manners. He was, however, as uncompro- 
mising and faithful as his friend in his intercourse 
with others. It was evident that the holy call- 
ing to which he had devoted himself was always 
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uppermost in his thoughts, and he seldom spoke 
on any other. But his thoughts and words were 
not forced as by a forcing pump, but flowed 
forth in one calm natural current. His con- 
versation, though it was ever leading those 
around him to a higher level than that of this 
fallen world, had nothing of the conventional 
cant of a party, but the freshness of the living 
spring from which it was drawn. His heart 
responded to that of the Psalmist when he said, 
•* All my fresh springs are in Thee." He was 
uniformly cheerful and thankful, for. the spring 
of his faith was at the same time the spring of 
his joy. 

So powerful was the gende influence of his 
presence and his words, that the elder Lady 
HerondaJe, though she had remained unchanged 
b}^ his counsel or his preaching, had always felt 
under a restraint wheq, he came to Deercourt, 
and had never given vent to any of that spirit 
of opposition with which she regarded the views 
and the practice he recommended. She had 
secretly disliked him, but she had felt her tongue 
chained in his presence, and had been, in spite 
of herself, induced to treat him with consideration 
and respect. 

"It is almost impossible to know Mr. 
Vaughan," said Mrs. Rushton to Lady Mary — 
they were walking home from church — "with- 
12* 



eut lovmg him*. He is li^Le hi& Mast^, ]|^b4 
evea to the ui^tbaakful^ X could not balp- t^tj^*^ 
mg of himseli^ when he was preaching oq tlp^ 
tf^xt. And 1 jfiade the ^.pplication with shain^ 
tp myself, for I have been most ungraciou^^ ia 
ipy feelings towards him, and I f^ar my manae^ 
haa not been as courteous as it ought to have 
been when he has come and sat next me, and 
ftppkjen with such kind and winning gentleness 
sibout my children/' 

"We all love him," replied Lady Mary, 
"because we know him, and because, as you 
fliaid, it is almost impossible to know him and 
not to love him. He is not a man of great 
talents, or of many gifts, but he is eminent for 
ooe grace, namely, for simple goodness, and he 
, is. unsuspicious of evil in others ; nay, when he 
finds it, he seems to me to regard it rather with 
sorrow than with anger, and to treat the offender 
as if he were laboring 'under some malignant 
disorder, which is to be dreaded rather than 9.b- 
horred. But it is natural for me to esteem him 
very highly^" continued Lady Mary. "I owe 
him much, I owe him what I can never repay. 
He it was who first made plain to me the path 
of duty. How much do we all owe to a faith- 
ful preacher of God's holy word. Well do I 
remember the day when with my broken heart, 
and in my deep mourning, I came down to Deer- 
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CQiut at my husband*s funeral, and returned to 
my, place in the house of Glod on the Sunday 
fi^Uowing, desplate and widowed in spirit. • WeU 
(Jo. I remember the truth 2tnd the gentleness of 
Ilia words when he pointed out to me, with such 
i^ctionate plainness, the remedy provided by 
our heavenly Father, in the gospel of His love 
and of His Son Jesus Christ, for all the wretch^ 
odnesa of His guilty children. I felt then, aa I 
have often felt when I have seen him in the: 
wdst of his little rustic flock, that he was inr 
deed more skHled to raise the wretched than to 
rise. Sunday after Sunday I listened to the. 
preaching of that wise and good man, an.d 
slowly, very slowly but very surely, I found thjB; 
dulness and the darkness of my mind clearing 
away, the deadness of my heart departing., 
Alas! my heart had been a heart of stone he- 
fore. You will say, perhaps, that it had been, 
softened in the furnace of my great affliction, but 
if affliction softens it does no more, it produces, 
^a change, and when the furnace cools, the heart 
returns to its. former hardness ; nay, I fear thalt 
it often comes out of the furnace more pfedurateidy 
heurdened than before." 

Mrs. Rushton listened in silence. There waft 
no. responsive feeling in her own heart tp the 
words of Lady Mary. She could not h^lp feel- 
iflg iiespect and pity for the sorrows pf th© high 
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minded and gentle being who was speaking ; 
and there was such sweetness even in the tone 
of her voice, such an unaffected gravity in her 
whole manner, that in spite of herself she felt 
subdued and vaguely impressed by the w;ord» 
of her companion, but nevertheless, it was as a 
strange. language to her, it caused a sense of un- 
easiness in her mind, and she felt inexpressibly 
relieved when Colonel Rushton came up, and 
turned the conversation into a different channel 
by some remarks upon the sermon of so super- 
ficial a character, that it was Lady Maiy*s turn 
to be silent. She perceived that the good old 
minister had made no impression upon him. She 
had thought while Mr. Vaughan was preaching, 
of George Herbert's words in describing a 
preacher of the gospel, "the character of his 
sermon is holiness ; he is not witty, or learned, 
or eloquent — ^but holy," Colonel Rushton, it 
was too evident, had only thought that he was 
tedious. She had heard, during one of the most 
spiritual parts of the sermon, a yawp that was 
but too audible, and his words were now of a 
piece with that yawn. 

*'Our good old friend is an excellent man," 
he said, with a slightly pitying tone, "but he 
never was much of a preacher, and he falls into 
the common error, he is too long. I know not if 
your ladyship agrees with me, but I think a 
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man may say every thing that his hearers are 
able to take in, in twenty minutes." 

"Nay," said Mrs. Rushton, "I think you 
may allow him half an hour. But when the 
preacher begins to exceed that time, I must 
say I agree with you, one begins to get rather 
wearied." 

"My dear brother and sister," said Mr. Ar- 
den, who had heard the last few words of Co- 
lonel Rushton's observation, "do not, I entreat 
you, talk about what you do not understand. 
The sermon was an excellent one, and to me 
most edifying — if it was not so to all the hearers 
to-day, the fault lies not with the preacher." 

"But we were not complaining of the ser- 
mon itself, but of its length," replied Mrs. Rush- 
ton. "It was, I really think, an excellent ser- 
mon, but I think that a very good sermon may 
often lose its effect by being too long." 

"Why think of others, my dear sister, you 
had better think only of yourself. But as to a 
sermon, it is not often that a very good sermon 
will be too long ; and if a sermon is not good in 
the proper sense of the word, the less one hears 
of it the better. But I do maintain, that Mr. 
Vaughan's sermon was both very good and not 
too long. I do not see how he could have 
brought the subject before his hearers, with any 
thing like the fulness of exposition and applica* 
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fibn which it required, and have made his s^ 
mon ishdrter. It is strange now that I hdrve lyb^ 
Calking with Marguerite, that excelletit Bwiss 
inaid of ybiirs, Caroline; and good old Utts* 
l^wgate. Who are following in the rear of thH 
UPtirty, and Utiej have both been tegrettmg &iit 
the sermon was so short. 'His very locSdi,^ 
sidd litrs. Dowgate, *iio one good. 'His heart 
seems to melt in kindness and tenderness chr&r 
an of us. I could have sat an hour loilg^ to 
. hear him.*" 

"Well, toy good brother," repKed Coloh^ 
Hushton, ^'I suspect 'you are right and I ktti 
wrong. I must own the truth, I was tiot pay-* 
ing as much attenfion as I ought to have done. 
I know not how it is," he" added, iti a more se- 
rious tone, taking the arm of Mr. Arden, and 
speaking in a lower voice, "but it often hapr 
pens with me that if I do not give my full at- 
tention to a sermon, my thoughts set off wan- 
dering upon other subjects, till I almost forgeit 
where I am. It was so to-day, and when I 
woke up from my idle reveries, I found myself 
yawning with weariness over the preacher." 

"Or rather," said Mr. Arden, "over your 
own inattention to his sermon. .A common 
failing, my dear Frank, and one that may be 
cured." 

"Pray then tell me how to- cure it." 
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"In a simple way," he replied. "By 
watchfulness over your own spirit, and prayer 
for the presence of God's Holy Spirit in your 
heart. I wish you would promise me to read 
a certain chapter of the Bible, when you are 
alone during some part of this very day." ^' 

"Of course I will, if you desire it." 
"It is the second chapter of St. Paul's first 
Epistle to the Corinthians," said Mr. Arden. 
"You will find a description given of our good 
old Mr. Vaughan's. preaching at the beginning 
of that chapter ; and towards the end, you will 
meet with the instruction which you need, if 
you would get rid of the impediment to the re^ 
ception of such sermons as he preaches, which 
is natural to every man's mind. And remem- 
ber, my dear Colonel, that it is the Lord God 
Himself who is there speaking to you by the 
words of His inspired "Aposde. And now, 
Rush ton, do you give y'>ur arm to Lady Mary 
instead of me, for this beautiful hill is very- 
steep. I shall give mine to my dear sister Car- 
oline, and say a few words in her ear about the 
hearer's duty when listening to a sermon." 



IM I.ADT mabt: 



CHAPTER THE TENTH. 




: T was a rainy moraing, and the 
'^ gendemen of the party at Deer- 
court were sitting in the library 
reading or writing. Mr. Carys- 
ford, who had joined the party at 
breakfast was among them. 

" And do you mean to go to this Missionary 
Meeting, Arthur?" Mr. Carysfi>rd put down 
the book he was reading, as he turned to Arthur 
Rusbton. 

"We are all going," replied Arthur, "and 
you will of course make one of the party." 

"No, not I," he replied, and a pitying smile 
passed over his features. "I disapprove of all 
such meetings, and I never attend them on 
principle. I disapprove of the excitement — the 
display — and I have neither the taste nor the 
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will to believe all the mbnstrous statements 
which are brought before^one as to the success 
of these Missionaries, many of whom are in fact 
unauthorized teachers." 

**As for the excitement of which you seem, 
to have such an horror," said Arthur, smiling, 
**I can only say that I find it to be of a very 
healthy character. It appears to me to be the 
excitement of life to that which is naturally 
dead. What this dull, dead, ungodly world 
would be without such excitement, we see ev- 
ery day, for we see what it is when without it. 
We see men wasting their energies on follies, or 
on pursuits which are downright sinful. The 
great Apostle Paul, did not indeed disown the 
accusation that he and his companions had turn- 
ed the world upside down, and such a world 
as ours, filled with a mass of fallen befngs, 
would stagnate if it were not for the excitement 
of faithful preachers, men who forget not when 
they preach that the Lord is at' hand whose 
message they deliver, and that a flaming world 
shall witness His return to judgment." 

"Men, my young friend," said Mr. Arden, 
•* whose hearts melt with compassion over their 
perishing fellow creatures, who have, indeed, 
caught a portion of his anxious, tender spirit 
who said, 'Remember that by the space of 
three years I ceased not to warn every one 
7 13 
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night and day with tears.' - We do not rightly 
understand our calling as the- ministers of Hhn 
who died for sinners, if a spirit of lukewarm- 
ness characterizes our ministry. Of some have 
compassion, says the Apostle, and others save 
with fear, pulling them out of the fire. Was 
excitement here forbidden think you? Alas! 
every miaister and every church, instead erf" 
dreading excitement, would do well to keep be- 
fore them the exhortation of our Lord to the 
angel of the Church of the * Laodiceans, *I 
would thou wert cold or hot. So then becauase 
thou art lukewarm, and neither cold nor hot, I 
will spue thee out of my mouth.' These \roids 
remember, Wilton, are not mine. Take them 
with or without their context, their meaning is 
the same, and their application is to all minis- 
ters and all churches. *He that hath an ear,' 
said our Lord on the same occasion, *let him 
hear what the spirit saith unto the churches.' 
And let me add, as a man double your age and 
of some experience, that it is the object that en- 
nobles or degrades the enthusism which is call- 
ed forth by it. There is no lack of enthusiasm 
about that party which is increasing in our 
Church, and which I fear has obtained such an 
influence over you ; but their enthusiasm appears 
to me to expend itself on musjc and architec- 
ture, and forms and vestments, and keeps its 
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elcitemeut to express itself in such sentences 
as these. You see the book which I am read- 
ing, * Ward's Ideal of a Christian Church,' you 
see the page 304 ; the writer is giving the read- 
er a .long quotation from a paper of his own in 
the * British Critic' I must read aloud to you 
a few lines. He is speaking of the 'Lutheran 
Doctrine of Justification,' and he adds, 'wheth- 
er any heresy has ever infected the church so 
hateful and unchristian as this doctrine, it is 
perhaps not necessary to determine, none cer- 
tainly has ever prevailed so subtile and exten- 
sively poisonous.' In the next page he brings 
forward another quotation from his own writings, 
and says, * Evangelicals cleave to the soul des- 
troying heresy of Luther on the subject of Jus- 
tification;' and he concludes the fifth chapter 
of his book by saying, that ' there is no one cir- 
cumstance on which I look back with so much 
satisfaction as on this, that I have ventured to 
characterize that hateful and fearful type of An- 
tichrist in terms not wholly inadequate to its 
prodigious demerits.' So much for a clergy- 
man of our venerable and apostolical Church," 
said Mr. Arden gravely, as he closed the book. 
"How he can reconcile it to his conscience to 
remain as a clergyman in our Church, and tl^e 
fellow X)f a college m our University of Oxford, 
I cannot imagine, for nothing can be plainer 
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than the language of our eleventh article, ^'We 
are. accounted righteous before Grod only for.tfae 
n^erit of our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ by 
fiuth, and not for our own works or deservings : 
wherefore that w6 are justified by fsdth cmly is- 
a most wholesbme doctrine, and very full q€ 
comfort, as more largely is expressed in tbe 
Romily of justification.' Why does he not say 
al; once the doctrine of the Church of England, 
instead of the doctrine of Luther ? for to all in- 
tents and purposes this is the great and distin- 
guishing doctrine of our Church, and of every 
scriptural and Protestant Church on earth/* 

«*But we were speaking not of Mr. Ward 
but of Missionary meetings," said Wilton rather 
sharply. 

"And I am quite ready to discuss the pro- 
priety of Missionary meetings with you," replied 
Mr. Arden. "Nay, to begin the subject, I 
maintain that whatever exception may be taken 
to such assemblies by some well meaning per- 
sons at the present day, they were evidently 
held in the Apostles' time. Do we not read, for 
instance, that after the Missionary tour of Paul 
and Barnabas, who were sent forth by the Holy 
Ghost from Antioch, as related in the 13th chap- 
ter of the Acts, to preach the gospel to the Gen- 
tiles, when the two Apostles sailed from Seleu- 
cia to Cyprus, and from thence proceeded by 



OR» NOT OF THB WOBLD. 149 

ship to P^rga in Pamphylia, and to Antioch in 
Pisidia, to Iconiutn, to Lystra, and Derbe in 
Lycaonia, and to Attalia, and then again return- 
ed by sea to Antioch, that they gathered the 
Church together, and that they rehearsed all that 
God had done with them, and how He had 
opened the door of faith unto the Grentiles. 

" What was that assembling of the Church 
but a Missionary meeting ? What the account 
given of their proceedings by the Missionary 
Apostles, but a Missionary report ? Such meet- 
ings of the whole Christian Church seem to have 
been then a necessary consequence on the re- 
turn of a Missionary to Jerusalem or Antioch ; 
for we find James, and the elders of the Church 
at Jerusalem, saying to St. Paul on his going 
back to Jerusalem after another Mission, which 
Paul and his companions had made among the 
Gentiles, *The multitude must needs come to- 
gether, for they will hear that thou art come.* 
And ought there to be less interest felt among 
the Christian Church in these times," continued 
Mr. Arden, "when a Missionary returns, as 
Maurice Vaughan has done, from India or from 
Africa, filled with zeal for the glory of his Grod 
and Saviour, and able to testify, by his own 
lips, to the work which the Lord has done by 
him among the heathen? Ought there to be 
less anxiety felt for the souls of our perishing 
13* 
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ftllow cieatiues now^f Has mx great Bedaoegr 
ever aei aside His conunaud to Bis Chqicth' 
* Go ye into all the world and preach the gospet 
to every creature.* Have we not indeed ]^ 
word of promise as our authoritsr, ^Lo, I aim 
with you always even unto th^ end of tEtfi 
world.' Oh, is there not a cause for calluig to|- 
geth^ the multitude, and rehearsing to theai all 
that God has done whenever He has opened .% 
4oor of &ith unto the Gentiles t Let then the 
^stidious and the worldly wise say what th^' 
will*, our Missionary meetings are stamped widt 
a divine authority. They are fit places of resort 
fcM* men of enlarged minds and noble aspiratdons^ 
and depend upon it, the real and deep-ropte4 
objection to them lies not in the meetings--i-noC 
in the subject of the meetings — ^but in the nar-^ 
row views and corrupt hearts of the objector* 
, themselves. 

**You will tell me, perhaps, that some of 
our Missionaries are men of vulgar manners^, 
and of rude speech; but why is this? Alas.! 
is it not that men of higher rank and superior 
education have been generally but too backr 
ward, to enter upon the glorious work, and that 
it is, therefore f necessarily carried on by others. 
But let me remind yon, that it may be said of 
tfao^ vejy Missionaries, whom some of us are 
ic^vaft^ to despise because they are not elegaiM: 
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and titled men, as it was of two of the greatest 
Apostles, * Now when they saw the boldness of 
Peter and John, atid perceived that they were 
unlearned and ignorant men, they marvelled, 
and they took knowledge of them that they had 
been with Jesus.' Ah, surely those among us 
who haVe stood as I have done ^nd listened to 
the absorbing narrations, I will not only say off 
the excellent Missionaries of our own beloved 
Church, but of such men as the martyr Mission- 
.ary Williams, and that noble man of God, 
Robert Moffatt, may well repeat those beautiful 
words and Hake knowledge of them also that 
they have been with Jesus.' " 

"And as <for credulity, my dear Wilton," 
said Grandison, who had hitherto remained si- 
lent, and had been, from time to time, turning 
over the leaves of the book which his cousin had 
laid down, " I wonder that you should speak of 
credulity, if you can give credence or any coun- 
tenance whatever to this most absurd book, 
which you were deeply engaged in when this 
conversation commenced. I have been wonder- 
ing who could have sent forth such a work, or 
rather such a series, for I find that this is but a 
single number, till I looked at the preface, and 
here you see are are the initials of a well knowa 
name, J. H. N. and the date is, * Littlemore.' 
Now what think you, Mr. Arden, of this passage ? 
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*^ * The most remarkable and lasting miracle 
attesting the holy Walburga's saixctity, is that 
which reckons her among the saints who are 
called Eloephori, or unguentiFerous, becomiiig, 
ahnost in a literal sense, olive trees in the courts 
of God. These are they from whose bones a 
holy oil or dew distils. That oil of charily 
and gentle mercy which graced them while 
alive, and fed in them the flame of universal 
love in their death, still permeates their bodily 
remains. 

*««0f this tender mercy Walburga's heart 
was full, even to overflowing, while she lived : 
and in death, like a healing stream of compas- 
sion for mankind's infirmities, it trickled from 
her bones. It has been already said, that when 
her remains were translated from Heidenheim» 
they were beheld invest with dew and odorifer- 
ous. They were laid in an altar-tomb of mar- 
ble stone at Aichstadt, and from it, year by 
year, at certain seasons, a fontanel distilled, 
flowing more freely at the time of the blessed 
sacrifice, which, drop by drop, fell into a silver 
shell placed to receive it. * You may see,' says 
the account, * the drops sometimes larger, some- 
times less, like a hazel nut, or the size of a pea, 
dropping into the silver bowl from beneath the 
stone-slab on which they hang. If the oil when 
carried away any whither is handled irreverent- 
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ly, or in any way disrespectfully treated, it 
evaporates away; it is, therefore, kept with 
great reverence, and stored in a holy place. If 
the vessel placed to receive it is not placed un- 
der directly, so as to catch it when it falls, the 
oil hangs in clustered drops, as if in a bunch, 
like hanging grapes, or honey in a comb, and 
refuses to run : nor will it fall into a phial ex- 
cept it be perfectly clean. When the state of 
Aichstadt, (says Philip the Bishop,) lay under 
an interdict, the sacred fount ceased. This sen- 
tence was passed on account of heavy wrong 
done to the bishops by the neighboring barons 
and estates. It was stayed until the Church re* 
gained its rights ; and then the bishop, barefoot, 
and without his full robes, having proclaimed a 
fast, went up to the church, and with all the 
people, prayed the city might not be deprived 
of such a benefit ; and upon the celebration of 
the mass the oil flowed abundantly. According 
to the same author, it was customary twice in 
the year, on St. Mark's Day and on the Feast of 
the Translation of St. Walburga, for the priests 
and clergy in procession, after the office, to taste 
of the holy oil as a remedy for soul and body : 
he himself attests to having received a bodily 
cure from it.' 

"Wilton," said Grandison, "do you really 
mean that it is possible for you to tolerate such 

7^ 



fdkswd a&d pifdfiuie Bomente a# tfaif ,? Bitf; 
wliat are we to ihiak of your party wbe&. ipm 
fittd one of the most shrewd and acute of j^om*. 
leaders beariog the following teatimonj to^tlMli'^ 
nsmrvellous treditions which I have cited >^ 

** ^ The question will naturally suj^^oit iUctf 
ta the reader, whether the miracles recoMod jiiy.: 
these narratives, especially those contained- JOL 
the Life of St. Walbuiiga,. are to be repeived 9$. 
matters of fact ; and in this day, and under 0119 
present circumstances, we can only reply, tbat^ 
there is no- reason why they should not lieu 
They are the kind of facts proper to ecclesiMh. 
tical history, just as instances of sagacity asid 
daring, personal prowess or crime, are the :&ct» 
proper to secular history. And if the tendeix^y 
of credulity or superstition to exaggerate an<J 
invent, creates a difficulty in the reception of 
facts ecclesiastical, so does the existence of pari- 
ty spirit, private interests, personal attachments, 
malevolence, and the like, call for caution, and 
criticism in the reception of facts secular and 
citil. There is little or nothing then prima fad^ 
in the miraculous accounts in question, to repel 
a properly taught and religiously disposed mind ; 
which will, accordingly, give thfim a prompt 
and hearty acquiescence, or a passive admission, 
or receive them in part, or hold them in sus- 
pense, Of absokit^ly reject t)iem, according as 
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the evidence makes for or against them, or is or 
is not of a trustworthy character. 

" * As to the miracles ascribed to St. Wal- 
burga, it must be remembered that she is one 
of the principal saints of her age and country. 
* Scarcely any of the illustrious females of the 
CMd or New Testament can be named,' says J. 
Basnage, • who has had so many heralds of her 
praises as Walburga ; for, not to speak of her 
own brother Wilibajd, who is reported, without 
foundation, to have been his sister's panegyrist, 
six writers are extant, who have employed 
themselves in relating the deeds or miracles of 
Walburga.' " 

" Really," said Mr. Arden, " I grow weary 
of hearing people continually asserting that 
Tractarianism is dying awg^y, that its errors and 
absurdities have been thoroughly exposed. It 
isr in my opinion, one of those Weeds which 
continue to shoot up with a ranker growth the 
more repeatedly they are mowed down. It 
will not be destroyed till the axe is laid to the 
root. A few years ago, the bare idea woi^d 
have been scouted that any of the party could 
have edited and published such an idle legend 
as that which you now hold in your hand, 
Grandison ; but there it is, edited and sent forth 
to the public with the grave approval of one of 
the shrewdest and most talented of the landi 
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the very heresiorch of the sect* I know mwqf 
of these little volumes. I have seen them, 
month after months as they are puhlished, and 
they appear to me among the moiBt daogeimm 
of the publications they have put forth— dan- 
gerous, that is, to one cla^s of readers^ men of 
simplicity and imagination, but of weak minds 
and defective judgment. There are a sufficient 
number of such palpably absurd passages aa 
that which you have just read, Grandison, bat 
the narratives are many of them fiill of interest 
and extremely entertaining, replete with noble 
sentiments, written in elegant- language, and 
breathing and glowing with a deep and lovely 
spirit of heartfelt piety. I am free to confess, 
that had Kin ray youth never met ^ith the 
Holy Bible, and felt and acknowledged the in- 
ternal evidence it contains in itself to its inspi- 
ration, and the wide and marked difference that 
exists between its pages, and those of every other 
volume, I should have been fascinated and 
entrapped by those graceful legends, notwith- 
standing all their absurdities. 

"They would, in fact, have been wonderful 
productions had they been written during the 
dark ages of the Church, when the Holy Scrip- 
tures lay where they had been thrown aside and 
hidden, under the heaped-up rubbish of the 
divinity of those days — ^but it. does astonish me 
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to find such a work put forth in these d&yty 
when there is scarcely a cottager in the whole of 
England without his Bible, and whetk *the truth 
as it is in Jesus,' is plainly and fidthMly 
preached in so many of our pulpits. 

«^Alas !" continued Mr. Aiden, ** these boQk# 
have taught me one lesson, that good men and 
wise men, even those who have known the Holy 
Scriptures, may be, and must be led into grievous 
errors if they pass in any way beyond the sacred 
limits of the record of the Inspired Word. The 
moment we go from what God has written, to 
what man has written, we are like one passing 
from a rock to a quicksand. ' And if, in our 
official capacity as the appointed teachers and 
leaders of the flock of Jesiis Christ, we do this, 
we are betraying others to the same dangeftty 
and our guilt is proportionable to our responsi* 
bility. 

"I remember the time, Mr. Caiysford," he 
continued, «*when you were delighted to listen 
to the instructions of the good old Vicar of 
Deerhurst, and to go to him for counseL I hav49 
been quite struck lately by your manner towards 
him, and by the srupercilious way in which you 
have spoken of his ministrations. You are too 
well-bred to be violent — ^but let me tell you, 
that I could not but deplore several of your ex** 
pressio&s this morning at breaUasti when *wa 
14 



Vfeve C(m¥«rsiiig about the Ohurch ^IM^ssiociacj^ 
Seeiety, aad the ezemplary young clergyoitii 
Utiose faeaMi and ^rength have been m h9St^ 
MIjrMiBdenQiiied by his incessant labors m 

India. Admiration and respect would have 
been rnGre becoming irom one of your profes- ' 
3 ion, and the effect was the more lamentably 
striking because you broke off* from a rhapsody 
ofeulogium upon the Romanist priest at Raven^ 
atone J and his self-imposed austerities^ to depre- 
ciate by your faint praise, or rather by your 
Unts aad coldrbearted insinuations, the proceedf- 
ipgfi of that admirable society." 

"But I do not oj^ae the Church Missioaarf 
' Society. I am sure I do not wish to injure iL? *^ 

"IMy dear young friend," replied Mr. Arden-^- 
"thjBy who seek to injure that society, only in- 
jure themself And I think you are doing 30 
in absenting yourselves from the meeting whi^h 
is to be held in your own parish of Brandon, 
to-morrow, where your own excellent Bishop i^ 
to preside." 

"Why don't you go, Wilton?" said Mn 
Grandison. " Do at least give me a good reason, 
my dear fellow, for your absenting yourself in so 
pointed a manner." 

"I do not approve," said Mr. Carysford, 
with a very quiet, but a slightly scornful smile, 
'^of tb^ constiwtiqn of that society — ^it ought 
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to be wholly under the superintendence of our 
Church." 

" But so it is," replied Mr. Grandison. " Do 
you mean to assert that the religious laity of 
this country are not part and portion of the 
Church as well as our Bishops and Cleigy ? " 

" But I believe I may be allowed to prefer 
the Society for the Propagation of the Gospel," 
replied Mr. Carysford ; " a far more venerable 
society> and superior in many respects to the 
other." 

"I do not yield to you, or any man," replied 
his cousin, " in attachment to that society, 
though I do decidedly disapprove of some of its 
proceedings : but allow me to remind you^ 
Wilton, that the Propagation Society owes its 
existence, not to the Bishops and the Cleigy, 
but to one of the pious laymen of our Churcb, 
an excellent man, though without the clear 
scriptural views of many of the religious laity 
of the present day." 
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CHAPTER THE ELEVENTH. 




^HE Bishop arrived at Deercourt 
to dinner on that day, with his 
amiable wife and daughter, and 
the party was also increased by 
the Maxwells, and a large com- 
pany assembled at the hospitable mansion of 
Lady Mary and her son. The old Deercourt 
coach brought Mr. Vaughan, and his son and 
daughter also to dinner.^ Mr. and Miss Arden 
had proposed going to the Vicarage that evening, 
but Lady Mary would not hear of their leaving 
her so soon, and she had written in the morning, 
to say, that she had made arrangements to take 
in the Vaughans, also, during the Bishop's stay 
at Deercourt — and that she could not allow them 
to return home that evening. 
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" I know you would take no denial," said 
Mr. Vaughan, to Lady Mary, when he came, 
" and if your house were as large as your heart, 
I know that you would easUy accommodate us 
— ^but I fear we must now put you to some in- 
convenience." 

" And even if you did," said Lady Mary 
smiling, "the pleasure of having you all with 
me, would far exceed the inconvenience ; but I 
do assure you, that by taking Rose to sleep in 
my dressing-room, which is a treat to us both, 
we have just room enough to accommodate you 
all. This is a very large house, and my son 
and I have sometimes thought of taking down 
one of the sides of the quadrangle, but I am 
gla^d that it is still standing, and enables us to 
assemble so many friends around^ us. You 
have not surely forgotten, that one of my son's 
forefathers, the Lord Grandison of that day, re- 
ceived Queen Elizabeth at Deercourt on one of 
her royal progresses, and the state apartments, 
which are usually shown, will be occupied for 
some few nights. I only hope the Bishop will 
not find the strange old lofty bed very uncom- 
fortable. We shall assemble a large party at 
dinner, for I am happy to tell you that my poor 
sister seems to be somewhat better, and she will 
dine with us to-day for the first time. Lord and 
Lady Herondale too, are to come over with 
14* 



soiae of their partjr the day after toaiV2rrow> but 
thQjr will of cours;e return home tb^ saind 
evening." 

Oa the following .day the Deercourt Jf&xtj 
went to the meeting of the Church Missiooaiy 
Society at Brandon. 

The carriages drove to the door, and liady 
Mary and her guests were asembling in the 
hall, when, to the astonishment of every one» 
Lady Grace made her appearance, learning on 
the arm of Miss Arden. The Bishop had ask^ 
ed her at breakfast to' go to the meeting, but no 
one had an idea that she intended to do so, till 
she came down ready equipped to join the 

party- 
Poor Lady Grace little knew how much 
under God, she would owe to the events of that 
day. She sat as usual, more like a statue thai^ 
a living human being, seeming to take no notice 
of what was paissing around her, and to be quite 
unconscious of the striking and effecting state- 
ments which were brought before the assembled 
meeting, both by the Bishop and the other clergy- 
men present When young Mr. Vaughan stood 
up and began to give some account of what he 
himself had witnessed, among the heathen popu- 
lation of India, she seemed to listen with as little 
interest as before. He spoke at some length of 
the effect of the gospel in the ancient city where 
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be had been stationed as a Missionary, the v^iy 
seat and centre of heathen superstition. 

He told a story of a lady of the highest 
rank, one belonging to the sacred caste of the 
Brahmins, in whom he and his brother Mission- 
ary had taken the deepest interest. She had 
been overcome with a sorrow that seemed almost 
insupportable, because at the funeral of her 
husband, owing to the new and enlightened 
Uws introduced by the British Government, she 
had been unable to immolate herself as a Suttee, 
on the burning pile of her husband ; and the 
ministers of Christ's holy religion had visited 
her frequently, hoping that in the desolation of 
her grief, her heart might be opened to receive 
the sweet and powerful consolations of the gosr 
pel. He described her, as sitting calm and 
motionless in th^ rigidity of her grief, and said 
that if she spoke at all, it was to reject with 
haughty displeasure all their attempts to instruct 
or comfort her. She had three children, inex- 
pressibly dear to her ; and to Jhem, and to them 
alone, her heart, which w^s closed to every 
other being, seemed opened. It pleased God, in 
His infinitely wise and mysterious providence, 
to take away one of her children, by death, and 
the desolate wife became almost a heart-broken 
mother. The Missionary went to her, and again 
spoke tQ her of the consolations of the gospel, 
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of the tenderness ahd the love of J^su8» inA 
besought her in her grief to turn to Him, and 
to find, as she surely would, comfort ahd sup- 
port But the dreary heart refused to recei'V6> 
comfort With stony gaze, and calm and rescK 
late voice, she only answered, "I cannot and 1 
will n6t turn to Jesus.** 

Again it pleased Grod to visit her; her" 
second child was seized with illness, it lingered, 
and it died! And again the Missionary camd. 
to the wretched mother ; again with unaflfeqted 
sympathy and tenderness, he brought the mes- 
sage of His gracious Master; again he said, 
" Will you not now turn to Jesus ? *' . Yet stitt 
she said, " I cannot, and I will not turn to Jesus.*' 
But the Lord had mercy in store for her. It 
pleased Him to take away her last earthly stay ; 
her only surviving child was stricken, and lay 
dead before her eyes. And now the heart of 
the mother was, as it were, crushed beneath tho 
blow; her proud spirit sunk overwhelmed un- 
der the heavy hand of her chastening (Jod. 
Once more the Missionary came, once more he 
spoke of Jesus, feeling, acutely feeling with all 
who suffer, tenderly loving those whom He 
chastens, when to sucn as are living in pleasure 
and ease, He appears to be smiting in anger- 
speaking in love, and leading the blind by a 
way that they know not, to the foot of His cross. 
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and there and then, instead of breaking the 
bruised leed, sweetly explaining the reason of 
all His mysterious dealings with the cold hard 
heart of those wha had before refused to hear 
his voice. The spirit of resistance had depart- 
ed ; the heart of the poor desolate one was. quite 
broken ; all the strong holds of her pride were 
cast down. She listened to the gentle voice 
which pleaded with her for her own soul ; the 
rebel had become a little bumbled child, gentle, 
and subdued into a child-like meekness and docil- 
ity. Weeping, she lifted up h§.r head and said, 
"I can resist no longer, I will turn to Jesus — 
teach me, help me to do so, to love Jesus, to 
bless Him, to lean on Him, and Him alone." 

And she has learnt to know Him, and to 
love Him, and to lean on Him, nay, to devote 
herself to Him and Him alone — but no mission- 
ary has been her teacher. The Holy Spirit, He 
• whom Jesus named "the Comforter," has been 
her guide, her teacher, and her comforter. The 
poor ignorant Brahmin woman has realized in 
her own blessed experience the truth and the 
comfort of those words of the inspired Apostle, 
**Ye need not that any man teach you." She 
has received into her heart the anointing of the 
oil of gladness, the rich consolations of the Hea- 
venly Comforter, the Anointed One,, even that 
anointing which teacheth us all things, and is 
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tttith and is no Ke, whichabideth where it comelby 
and enables all who receive it, to'abide in Jemrir. 
Inhere is t)ot now among all tbe female disoiplM 
rf (jur blessed Lord in India, a more devot^, ^ 
m&ce jg;entle yet earnest and painstaking CbtUh " 
tian woman than this once proud and (]4>durftlt^ 
heathen. u. - 

But here the Missonary* stopped — a sob^ M 
deep and yet so loud bad met his ear, that ^ 
felt it impossible to proceed ; others had hidftfd 
it too ; and one had risen, calm, self-poBsese^ 
aiS she always was, but looking very pale, and 
fead. That one was Lady Mary. She was in . 
time, but only just in time, to save her sis^ti^ 
from falling to the ground. Lady Grace ftll, 
but' fell on her sister's bosom with hor ;&rms 
extended, and then folded round her. sister's 
neck, and the flood-gates of her grief gave way 
in one agonizing burst of weeping. Every onie 
rose — but Lady Mary raised her hand as if eft- 
treating that no one would come to her. 

«*Wait, wait a little while," she said in her 
soft clear voice, " and she will be better ; " and 
then having whispered a few words in her sis- , 
ter's ear, she gently raised her, and still whis- 
pering and supporting her, gently drew Lady 
Grace away from the crowded assembly. 

The right chord had been touched in the 
mother's heart — ^that heart which is the same in 
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every country and in every race ; and tbe time 
was come when He, in whose* hands are the 
hearts of his creatures, had at last in grace and 
mercy smitten only to sdRen the hard proud 
heart of the English mother, even as before in 
the distant and burning climate of India, He had 
accomplished the same work of grace in that of 
the Brahmin woman. 

"Ah, who would have thought," said Lady 
Grace afterwards, with a look of deep humility, 
turning lovingly to her sister who was sitting 
beside her, "who would have thought that I, 
with all my pride and vanity, my advantages of 
rank and station, and all those inestimable pri- 
vileges which I have so miserably and wickedly 
abused, who would have thought that I should 
have been brought, alipost as one led by the 
hand, to a poor ignorant heathen woman, to learn 
the fijst lesson of salvation to my own souL 
And now, my own sweet sister," added Lady 
Grace, "will you again. take your poor broken- 
hearted penitent sister to your heart, or rather 
will you kneel down with me here at once, and 
find words of prayer and praise for my still 
bewildered thoughts ? Will you lead my spirit 
by your holy words to God ? will you confess, 
in the deepest language you can use, (and I will 
follow you, thought by thought, word by word,) 
the conviction of my utter sinfulness, guilt, 
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ingratitiide, and rebellion? will you teach. nie, 
and will you le^ me with words of suppUcatidii 
to ask for pardon and for help : and above all-, 
will you find me words for praise that I magr 
bless and thank with my whole heart that gnu- 
ciotts Ood who has so long borne with me, and 
has at last brought me to m}'self and to Him;" 



" Grace will join us to-morrow, dear mother,'* 
said Lady Mary to Lady Herondale, who met 
her with anxious inquiries, *• After dinner she 
would like you to go to her, but for a few hours 
our dear Grace begs that she may be left alone. 
I did leave her about a quarter of an hour with 
her Bible open before her, but on second thoughts 
I went back to her, and would not quit her room 
till I had prevailed on her to lie down, and I sat 
by her bed-side, till, worn out by fatigue and 
weeping, she fell asleep. She is sleeping quietly 
and sweetly now." 
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CHAPTER THE TWELFTH. 




f^^^j OU have seen Lady Grace I sup 
pose, madam?" said Mr. Arden^, 
when he came from the dinitig- 
room, going up to Lady JSeron- 
dale. She was sitting apart from 
the rest of the company with her kniting in her 
hands, but her hands moved not. She was 
deep in thought, and her eyes were filled with 
tears. " Pray tell me something of Lady Grace ; 
I cannot help feeling very anxious about her 
after the shock she has received in her present 
weak state, though I trust it may be blessed to 
her, and be made the means of bringing her to 
a state of peace such as she has never known 
before. , . 

The old lady lifted up her head and smiled. 
8 16 
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** I agree with you, dear Mr. Arden," she said^ 
raising her handkerchief to her eyes, "and I 
think and trust it will be so, from the account 
which Lady Mary has been just giving me. 1 
have not seen my daughter Grace. Her sister 
alone has been to her room, and she found Jier 
still sleeping. We would on no account disturb 
that deep sleep from which we hope she may 
find great benefit to her health. Come sit down 
beside me on this sofa, and talk to me. Though 
I have been weeping, I am feeling happy and 
very grateful to God. You must help me, my 
dear friend," she continued, "to get rid of all 
my prejudices, as you have helped me to get rid 
of those against the great work of God among 
the heathen abroad." 

"Madam," he said, "it is the same work 
among — " and he stopped. 

"I will finish your sentence," she replied, 
"among the heathen at home. You are right; 
it is I and my poor Grace who have been with 
the name of Christians, little better, better do I 
say, nay, much worse than heathens. But God 
has indeed been merciful and gracious to us 
both. From what Lady Mary tells me of her 
sister, and no one but Mary has yet seen her, -I 
am persuaded that we shall all find her an al- 
tered creature. She will come down to us much 
such another as her good and noble sister. Ah, 



0&, NOT OF THJ^ WORLD. 171 

Mr. Arden, you know not, no one but God and 
myself and poor Grace, know what she has long 
had to bear from both of us in private — inu6h, 
much' more from me than from her sister, for 
my temper and my ways, towards her, have 
been vile and bad in every way, I have taunt- 
ed her, worried her, interfered with her children 
and with her household, spoken against her, and 
made niischief, or tried to do so, between her 
and the Herondale family. Any other than dear 
Lady Mary — but there is no other like her — 
would have turned me and Grace too, out of her 
house. But what has she not been to me — 
always the same kind, patient, gentle, loving 
creature, forgiving every thing, resenting nothing, 
keeping it all to herself, and welcoming and 
meeting me at all times with the same tender 
respect, and the same sweet affectionate smiles." 
"And God, my dear madam," said Mr. 
Arden, "has rewarded her in what is to her 
the most gratifying and delightful manner. He 
has begun to make both you and Lady Grace, 
all that she could wish to see you. And what 
is of far greater importance. He has taught you 
by her spirit and her conduct, what true religion 
is, how utterly unlike the spirit of the world 
which worketh misery and death. Ah, if in a 
weak and sinful disciple like Lady Mary, the 
graces of the gospel and the fruits of the Spirit 
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are so lovely, what are they in Him, who is al- 
together lovely ? If a polluted stream from the 
fountain of life is so pure, what must the spiing- 
head of that fountain — what must the Lord Jesus 
Himself bjB?" 

Lady Mary, on going up to her sister's room, 
had found her, as Lady Herondale stated to 
Mr. Arden, still sleeping in a calm and profound 
slumber, a slight moisture on her forehead, and 
a faint flush softly suffusing her cheek. She 
placed her finger, on the delicate wrist of the. 
arm, which lay extended on the coverlid, in the 
perfect ease of healthy repose ; the pulsation of , 
the wrist was calm and regular. She lit her night 
lamp, and desired her sister's maid to i:emaia 
in the chamber till she could return. At mid- 
night she came back. Lady Grace was stiU 
sleeping in the same position in which she had 
left her ; and dismissing the maid, she took her 
station for the rest of the night, wrapped' up in 
a loose dressing-gown, in a large arm chair. 
During the greater part of the following day 
Lady Grace still slept. She woke up in every 
sense, a rcinewed creature, as renewed in health 
as she evidently was in the spirit of her mind. 
It was on the second morning that she came 
down, supported on her sister's arm, and joined 
the party when they assembled at family prayers 
and at breakfast. She looked, indeed, like an 
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altered creature, for the ice-casing of her former 
character had melted away, and she seemed in 
spirit to realise that beautiful and inspired 
description, "The winter is past, the floWers 
appear on the earth ; the time of the singing of 
birds is come, and the voice of the turtle is heard 
in our land." She sat beside Her slater, her face 
bent down in deep humility, but sweetness and 
intelligence in its expression. If she spoke, and 
she spoke but seldom, every tone of her voice 
was expressive of kind and gentle feelings. 
Lady Grace had now become the admiration and 
delight of her sister, ahd of all the party at Deep- 
court. She scarcely joined in general conversa- 
tion, as she sat listening with speaking looks to 
all that was said on that one subject which had 
begun to occupy her whole heart. But she 
conversed with animation with any person who 
sat next her, and there was scarcely one person 
then at Deercourt from whom she did not find 
that she might learn something. 

Oh, how delightful to a spiritual mind, is 
such an assembly of persons as those who were 
then at Deercourt. In after years, Lady Grace 
often looked back to that week as the happiest 
of her life. It was to her the epoch of a new 
state of existence. She had awoke as it were 
from a death-sleep, for the whole of her former 
life appeared to her to have been but little better. 
16* 
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*<Hbw I could ever have enjoyed the pla»- 
sores of worldly society/' said Lady Grace t» 
the Bishop. ^* I well remember the oSknce I 
took with my dear sister, becatise after asking 
her on one occasion* what reason she conld give 
me for leaving the circle in which she had lived 
before her husband's death, she replied to me by 
those words which I now find to be the words 
of God, 'She that liveth in pleasure is dead 
while she liveth.' I have now discovered their 
truth by my own experience." 

**But He whom you had forsaken and for- 
gotten," replied the Bishop, "taking with you 
all those gracious gifts which He had bestowed 
upon you more than upon many others of His 
children. He has now sought you as the sheep, 
or as the piece of silver, which had been lost, 
and He now rejoices over you, as His beloved, 
and redeemed child. His child who was dead 
and is alive again." 

"I begin too, to understand the happiness of 
my sister's life," replied Lady Grace, "for while 
I am sure those words applied to me, * She that 
Uveth in pleasure is dead while she liveth,' 
Lady Mary has always answered to Miss Arden's 
description of her, dead to the world, but alive 
unto God. There is a freshness and a cheerful- 
ness about her which perfectly astonishes me ; 
it was indeed perfectly incomprehensible to me 
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till now. Shall I ever be able to resemble 
her?" 

"If you take the same way which she has 
taken," said the Bishop. "She seems indeed, 
to have studied that divine portraiture which 
God has given of pure and undefiled religion, 
which is, * To visit the fatherless and widows in 
their afiliction, and to keep oneself unspotted 
from the world.' I would have you, my dear 
Lady Grace, enter at once upon a life of active 
usefulness. Accompany your sister, or your 
niece Elizabeth, in their visits to the poor. Go 
also to their schools, and teach the children with 
them." ^ 

"But I am so ignorant," she answered, 
"that I should not know what to say. I am 
afraid that those poor children know more than 
I do, and would soon discover my deficiences." 

"Every thing must have a beginning. You 
must and will," I am quite sure, begin a new 
course, and therefore you can not begin it too 
soon. I would have you, of course, prepare 
yourself, by reading and studying the Scrip- 
tures. Take for instance, some of the simplest 
portions of the Gospel histories ; read them with 
attention and with prayer, and remember it is 
said, *If any man lack wisdom, let him ask of 
God, who giveth to all men liberally, and up^ 
braideth hot,*^ and remember, also, the accom- 
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panjing promise — ^*and it shall be given yoa (^ 
I am sore you will sooq find aH year difficaltias 
vanish, for your heart will be in your wcnrk, and 
the very novelty of such an occupation, ^riU 
create an interest in it Bat I may say more 
than this— -You will find such .truth and beauty 
in the inspired word, that you will learn to won- 
der at your former perverseness of spirit, in 
having so long possessed such a mine of hid 
treasure, and have neglected to work it.'' 

"Now I think of it," said Lady Grace, "I 
have an opportunity of receiving instruction of 
which I have not yet availed myself Mr. Axr 
den reads the Scriptures every day, with my 
dear mother. While he remains at Deercourt, 
I shall beg to make one of the party, and when 
he is gone, I shall entreat my dear sister to let 
me become her pupil. Alas ! " she added moiiriH 
fully, "how many years have I lost; how many 
opportunities have I slighted; how much have 
I to answer for! Dear sister," she said, (as 
Lady Mary joined them, and looked anxiously 
in her face, observing some shades of sadness 
in her sister's looks,) "I must be sad and 
thoughtful, even in the midst of my new-found 
joy, on this subject. I was just thinking — (when 
1 said to our kind friend here, how much have I 
to answer for !)-^I was just thinking of my cruel 
neglect of those poor children whom I have lost. 
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1 have been selfishly grieving because God ban 
taken them all from me. I am sure that His 
severe chastisement was inflicted in love. I 
might, but will not take another view of it. I 
might say, He took them from me because I was 
false to my trust as a mother. Alas, iftstead of 
training them for heaven, my chief desire, my 
highest aim, was to make them children of the 
world. Thank God I did not succeed I Their 
pious governess obtained an influence over every 
one of them — ^that excellent woman, whom you, 
my dear sister, placed with them when I first 
went with Vivian to Dresden, and left my dear 
mother at Wimbledon with my children." 

" And was this reajly the case, dear Grace ? '* 
said Lady Mary, her whole countenance lighting 
up with joyful surprise. "I never knew it till 
now." 

"I never told you," answered her sister: 
"and my mother, who Was as vexed and dis- 
pleased as myself about it, has, I see, kept 
silence also on the subject. Shall I own with 
shame, so thoroughly have I misunderstood 
you, that I dreaded a kind of triumph on your 
part, and I prevented Miss Ashton from sending 
you a long letter, which I found her writing after 
the funeral of my sweet Alice. I suppose poor 
Miss Ashton's rather sudden death quite prevent* 
ed your afterwards learning the true state of the 

8» 
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oase. How well I remember defdotiiig. wiA, 
Lady T , who had also a pious gdreitieaa^ 
what we both agreed in caUing, llie absurd 
notions of the two excellent women who had 
tbe chaige of oar neglected children. Oh, how 
unspeakably gracious and merciful .has Ood 
been to me!" 

^<He has indeed been good to you," rejdied 
Lady Mary tenderly. "He is so to alL" 

*< And how I have blamed you/' said Lad^ 
Grace, "for bringing up your children as yoE 
have done. But you deserve to be rewarded.'* 

"Oh, do not use the word deserve,^in coib- 
nexion with me," replied Lady Mary; "»id 
indeed, my dear sister, I have long ago learpt 
that the most anxious parent can but employ 
the means of grace. I have tried, long tried 
to influence the heart of my own sweet girl 
Rose. I have long prayed in secret that God 
would take the work in hand, which He alone 
can accomplish; but hitherto, I have waited in 
vain. I see no change in Rose. She is natu- 
rally not only highly gifted, but her wiimjng 
sweetness has made her the darling of our* 
whole famil]^ and her auction for me, indeed 
for you, and for us all, endears her to us in a 
peculiar manner; but her heart, I fear, is as 
yet wholly unchanged. Yet I am quite sure 
that the child of my prayers will not be lost. 



\ 
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I have a perfect faith," she added, with a look 
full of hope, "that in His own good time, and 
in His own wise way, the good Shepherd will 
bring this lamb into His fold. And I have only 
this morning, for the fir* time, had some ground 
for hope. Rose has been alone with me, and 
we have been conversing about yourself, and 
the happiness of your present state. In the 
midst of our conversation, she burst into tears, 
threw her arms around me, and said, 'And 
now, mama, I am the only one in all this house- 
hold, over whom you will grieve ; but I am so 
unlike every one else.'" Lady Mary said no 
more, for her eyes were filled with tears, and 
her compressed lips showed how deep was her 
inward emotion. 

The Bishop rose up during the pause that 
followed, fearing that his presence might be 
almost an intrusion upon Lady Mary's feelings, 
but these inspired words almost rose to his lips, 
"O, woman, great is thy faith ; be it unto thee 
even as thou wilt." He turned over the pages 
of a large Bible which lay on a table near him. 
"Take this word of encouragement to your 
heart, my dear friend," he said( with a voice 
and a look of heart-felt sympathy, "* wait on the 
Lord ; be of good cheer, and He shall strengthen 
thine heart ; wait, I say, on the Lorfl.' " As he 
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finidifd speaking, the door opened ai|d Mr. 
Otandison entered. 

" We cannot spare you any longer/' he said, 
"from the rest of the parly. We were half 
afraid you were all gone^ut, without us. I b^ 
lieve your lordship wished to go to Brandon^ 
this morning," he added, turning to the Bishop^ 
"to meet some of Wilton's parishioners. Shalt 
we drive with you ? I know the Maxwells wfll 
be of the party, for ihey wish to show you and 
my mother, the site of the new church, whicli 
Everard is going to build in the ralley." 

"You are the very person, Herbert, I wished 
to see," said the Bishop. "When I left the 
saloon you were not to be found." 

"I went to the stables," he answered, "with 
Wilton, to order his horses. He has already 
set off to Brandon to be ready to receive your 
lordship. I do hope you will be able to make 
peace between them, though I fear you will have 
some diflSculty. Wilton, however, seems to be 
much more reasonable since your conversation 
with him this morning. Mr. Maxwell and Ever- 
ard will be with your lordship, and they are both 
peace-makers, %nd have, as you know, much 
influence at Brandon: they hope much will be 
done by your presence and authority." 

"I trust 1 shall succeed with the parishion^ 
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ers," replied the Bishop. "Mr. Carysfor4 has, 
I am happy to say, agreed to almost all that I 
proposed, and I think, when I meet him at 
Brandon, he will have made up his mind to let 
every thing return to itHbrmer state. He wishes, 
as perhaps he has told you, to be absent from 
Brandon for the next year, and I have given my 
consent. He means to make a tour on the con- 
tinent. He has requested me to appoint two 
curates to supply his place, for his present 
curate is leaving Brandon immediately, to take 
possession of a living in Devonshire. I propos- 
ed, as one of his new curates, Mr. Maurice Vau- 
ghan, who is unable to return to India at present. 
We have only to obtain his consent, for Mr. 
Carysford has agreed to my proposal." 

"Wilton told me nothing of all this," replied 
Mr. Grandison, "and perhaps he had not time. 
He was in a great hurry to mount his horse, but 
he was in high good humor, and hinted some^ 
thing about a tour in Italy." 
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CHAPTER THE THIRTEENTH. 




jiHEY are going to have private 
theatricals at Herondale," said 
Miss Rushton, addressing herself 
to Rose, as she finished reading 
a note she had just received frooi 
her sister, Lady Lyndon. "Julia and Lyndon 
have been, it seems, for the last two days at 
Herondale, and her letter is full of nothing but 
this play." 

**More shame for them," said Mr. Arden, 
"they ought to know better." He had been 
sitting for son# considerable time, as he some- 
times did, in a brown study, with his eyes fixed 
on the ground, and his hands clasped together 
before him, their fingers closely locked together, 
except that now and then a finger of one hand 
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was freed, and kept tapping upon the back of 
the other hand, his lips being all the while com- 
pressed and drawn in, his mouth at times work- 
ing, and his eyes glancing from under his knit 
and heavy brows. 

"Really, Frank," said Mrs. Rushton, "your 
language is objectionably strong." 

"Truthis always strong," replied Mr. Arden,. 
"too strong sometimes not to find objectors in 
those who dislike to hear it." 

" Oh, you will be always a cynic ! " she re- 
plied, smiling, "there is no curing you." 

"It is my fault and my infirmity to be so, 
Caroline, and I am afraid my clumsy fingers 
are not suited for catching the butterflies of 
Herondale. I must borrow the net of gauze and 
the skill of Rose, who makes even butterfly 
catching graceful. By-the-by, Miss Rose, I have 
never scolded you for your chase after that but- 
terfly yesterday morning, when I caught you 
almost flying over the flower beds in the pursuit 
of your poor victim, and I suppose it has long 
since quivered away in the agonies of death, 
impaled by your delicate hands. Well, well ! 
for my part, I cannot quite uriflerstand this sort 
of scientific savageness, for I suppose I shall be 
told that the poor insect was wanted for a col- 
lection, and the science of entomology will have 
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to answer for the writhiDgs afid agonies o^ tfittC. 
joyous creature." 

"Oh, I so entirely agree with all you faavn 
said, dear excellent Mr. Ardeh,'' replied Roie, 
"but indeed I am not culpable in this instance, 
I only imprisoned that gorgeous butterfly ftnr 
half an hour under a large glass shade, and upon 
a profusion of heaped up flowers, with their 
cups of nectar all brimming, at least so I sus- 
pect — for my prisoner, after fluttering about k 
very little while, settled down quietly, and had 
the sense and taste to set about visiting the nec^ 
tary of every flower, and then obligingly open- 
ed its radiant wings, poising itself in the most 
graceful positions, and giving me full time to 
paint it II is the rarest and most brilliant of 
all the English butterflies ; and it will just Com- 
plete the collection which I have been painting 
for Geraldine. It was the only one I wanted, 
and the only one, that I have never seen alive, 
and its purple wings have furnished me with 
the tint that I wanted in one of my pictures. I 
-have placed it on that wreath of honeysuckle^ 
Geraldine, where I told you I wanted to carry 
out some of the colors of the picture with a 
rich touch of purple. As for my beautiful cap- 
tive, I set it free immediately." 

"Well, well, my dear child, I am perfectly 
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satisfied. I could not think it was like you to 
be cruel or unkind to any thing." 

"And now let us hear about thfe butterflies 
at Herondale," continued Mr. Arden. 

"But perhaps we ought to think of the three 
sieves, before" we allow ourselves to speak of 
others/' observed the Bisliop. 

"And what is that story?" said Mr. Arden. 

"It is not a story," he replied, "but a 
maxim, which all will do well to attend to when 
they speak of those that are absent The max- 
im is this, that before we allow ourselves to find 
fault with any one behind his back, we should 
ask ourselves three questions. The first, *Is it 
true V The second, « Is it kind ? ' The third, 
* Is it necessary ?'" , 

"Admirable!" said Mr. Arden, "a maxim 
I hope never to forget." 

"It will make you, however, Frank," said 
Mrs. Rushton, "more silent than ever, and add 
to your long dark moods of taciturnity ." 

" All the better, dear Caroline ; but I fear 
it will not stop my speaking as sharply as you 
say I usually do, to a person's face.'* 

" But would there be any conversation," 
said Lady Herondale, " if this maxim were rig- 
idly observed ? " 

"We all talk too much," replied the Bishdp, 
" and much that we say is exceedingly unprofit- 
16* 



able I often not strictly true, very often unkind, 
and stiJl more often nn necessary « We are all 
apt to forget that we shall have, at the great 
day, to give an acconttt Qf every idle word that 
we have spoken." 

^*And the tongue," said Lady Mary, "isa 
we know, * a memher that no man can tatne, it 
is a world of iniquity/ " 

**But even that world of iniquity can be 
coEtroUed, and made the instrument of righteous- 
nessj" observed the Bishop, '''for with God all 
things are possible.' David speaks of it as the 
best member that he had. * Wake up my glory,' 
(that is my tongue,) I will sing and give praise 
with the best member that I have*" 

"I should have thought," said Mr, Arden* 
turning to Lady Mary, " that you, at least, had 
this maxim of the Bishop's, ever uppermost in 
your mind, for no one talks so litde as your lady- 
ship, and I cannot remember to have heard you 
say an unkind word of any one ; while I am al- 
ways struck with your strict observance of truth, 
even in the most trifling statements." 

" So you can flatter as adroitly as any one," 
said Mrs. Rushton, a slight tone of bitterness 
mingling with her courtly manner. 

"Truth, again, dear Caroline," replied Mr. 
Arden, with a sharp bright glance at his sister ; 
*<as for this excellent woman, I rather glorify 
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God on her behalf, and the grace of God which 
she has sought and He has given her. I do not 
praise her, but I rejoice to see what watchful- 
ness and prayer can accomplish and what grace 
has done. But we shall never get to Herondale, 
or hear more of these abominable theatricals. 
You will not consent, I hope, Caroline, to that 
dear child taking any part in them ; for I know 
that you and Geraldine are to join Rushtoti at 
Herondale, to-morrow." 

With all her powers of self-control, Mrs. 
Rushton was unable to conceal her vexation and 
annoyance, that such a question was put to her 
in the presence of Lady Mary and the Bishop. 
But she endeavored- to smile, though there was 
an expression in her clear grey eyes which was . 
anything but that of good temper. "Really, 
Frank," she answered, you are so extremely 
brusque in your way of questioning, that one 
hardly knows how to answer you at once. For 
my part, I may disapprove of a young lady's 
taking part in such a mode of amusement as 
much as you do ; but I have a horror of Geral- 
dine's making Jjerself in any way peculiar, and 
having a scene at Herondale." 

"And, therefore," said Mr. Arden, "to pre- 
vent a single scene of that kind, you would per- 
haps allow her to exhibit among the scenes of a 
playhouse." 
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^A ptayhonse,'' said Mrs. Bushton, ^hom 
strange you are ! " 

*< And what will the large hall of Hezmidale 
bet but a playhouse, if they turn h into oqal 
But to come to the point,'' he continued, with 
a perseverance quite provoking to bis wtteiv 
"is my modest Geraldine to act?" 

** I know nothing about it," said Mrs* Rinb^ 
ton, <*I have not seen. Julia's note, I have not 
yet been consulted." 

" And when you are ? " said Mr. Arden. 
" Then," said his sister^ suddenly leoovef^ 
ing her good humor, ** I shall leave Geraldine to 
decide for herself.'* 

"And what do you intend to decide upon?** 
I*- said her uncle, turning to Geraldine. 
t^ ^ " If I may be allowed to speak," said Lady 

Mary, "I would say, that I think Geraldine 
should not be questioned now. Mrs. Rushton 
has given, what appears to me, a very reasona- 
ble answer; and with regard tQ the sunuse^ 
ments of the world, (while I should decidedly 
except theatrical amusements of any kind^) tiie 
renouncing them by choice must depend, first 
of aU, on the state of the heart ; though the 
convictions of duty, and a deep sense of the 
danger of temptation, will often lead a truly 
conscientious person to relinquish every thing of 
the kind, even while he still feels inclined in 
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his heart to indulge in them. .Some indeed who 
have spoken to me on this subject, have told me, 
that they have taken the latter course, and have 
had reason to bless Grod for doing so : they have 
acted simply fiom a sense of duty, and have at 
no distant time been enabled to overcome in 
their hearts, the inclination which they at first 
resisted, so that the word indulgence could never 
again jbe connected in their mind with such 
amusements." 

To all these observations, Mrs. Rushton 
made no reply; but Geraldine sat, presenting 
an extraordinary contrast in her beaming looks 
and glowing countenance, as she drank in every 
word that Lady Mary uttered, to the cold, grave, 
stony calmness of her mother's countenance. 



"May I join you?" said Geraldine, some 
hours after, to Lady Mary. **I saw you in the 
garden from my window ; and I wish so much 
to flpeak to you alone." 

"I shall be delighted to have your company # 
dear Geraldine," replied Lady Mary. "I came 
out to walk for half an hour, and I assure you 
that your presence will make my walk a very 
pleasant one." 
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"Will you answer a few questions which I 
wish to put to you?" said Geraldine. 

"Most willingly," replied Lady Mary. 

" What would you have me do, now that I 
am about to leave your house with very difl^- 
ent views of worldly society, from those which 
I once held. I have long waited in the hope 
you would say something to me on the subject ; 
but till this morning, you have been silent. You 
disapprove of worldly pleasures, I am sure, and 
after what you have said, I think I cannot, if I 
act according to my conscience, return to them 
again." 

"I will tell you what I do," replied Lady 
Mary, "with regard to ray own children. I 
tell them plainly my opinion and my wishes, on 
such points, and they know the decided course 
that I have myself taken. I have brought them 
up from their childhood, as far as I could influ- 
ence ihem, in the same way. 1 see many chil- 
dren, as soon as they leave their parents' roof, 
rushing into the world ; and I have, therefore, 
wished, that not fron^ affection to me, no, nor 
from attention to my wishes, but on decided 
principle to God, and from free choice, my chil- 
dren should make their decision. While under 
age, and living under my roof, I should exert 
that authority which God has given me, and 
afterwards, I should not cease to entreat them 
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to continue in the course pointed out in Scrip- 
ture with regard to conformity to the world. 
But still, what I have chiefly urged upon them, 
is the spirit of Holy Scripture on the subject, 
which does not say, *go not— do not — ^but lov6 
not^ And remember, dear Geraldine, that the 
word of God furnishes us rather with broad 
principles than with particular cases. I would 
have you endeavor to cultivate a love of spiritual 
things and a taste for spiritual delights in your 
heart. Make it a matter of conscience to engage 
simply, entirely, and devotedly in God's service, 
and you may be assured that your natural love 
for the world will gradually die away and leave 
you free, and enable you, as much from choice, 
as from duty, to renounce the world. You will 
soon understand why it is not written, * Ye shall 
not, but, ye cannot serve God and mammon.' 
The difference between shall not, and cannot^ is 
only understood by spiritual minds. The world- 
ly mind unconsciously changes the cannot to 
shxill not^ and feels disposed to rebel under the 
constraint of a positive and a burdensome pro- 
hibition. The spiritual mind never mistakes the 
cannot for shall noty but with all the delicacy of 
its renewed perceptions feels — Oh, how deeply ! 
« I cannot even if I might.' We were talking of 
butterflies, this moming," continued Lady Mary, 
**let me illustrate by a para,ble, the views which 
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I iiave been endeavoring to set before jotl* 
You see those bright and buoyant creatures 
glancing from flower to flower— they are evep 
on the wing, their element is the warm and sonny 
airt their life is one summer season, but they* 
have known another, and a previous existence. 
The creature, as to its identity, is the same, but 
as to its mode of existence, it is not the same.V 

Lady Mary turned away from the closely 
shaven lawn and the cedar grove in which they 
were walking, and passing through" the flower 
garden, opened a door in the high wall wbi^ 
surrounded the kitchen garden, and turning to 
her young companion, said, **Here, I think, we 
shall find an illustration of the state of the un- 
renewed and the unchanged heart. Here we 
shall find its type and figure, in the same insect 
—the same in the one sense, and not in the oth- 
er. The realm of nature is rich in such iUus- 
irations. There is no perfume of flowers, no 
variety of brilliant coloring here, but the odor 
is oflfensive, and the sight unpleasing." She 
stopped before a bed of large cabbage plants, 
where some of the large outer leaves which 
hung loosely, were perforated in every part, 
and little more than the ribs and stalks were 
left ; and she pointed out to Geraldine, several 
large green caterpillars crawling sluggishly, and 
ieeding greedily upon the leaves. "Here is the 
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same crestture," she said, "that we havC; just 
seen among the flowers, sporting ;^th painted 
wings, in its aerial flight, over the loveliest aa4: 
the sweetest, its nutriment, the nectar they sup- 
ply. Look at it now — gross in its form, vile in 
its habits, unabl6 to raise itself much highlfi: 
than the worms of the earth, feeding on th^ 
rankest vegetation, and leaving its alime behind 
it as it slowly crawls along, gorged and satisfied 
with the coarse food it loves. Here you see it 
in its first natural state before its wondrouS: 
transformation. Whenever you feel temptedi 
Geraldine, to forget your high destiny, and to 
find pleasure in the soul-debasing pleasures of 
a corrupt and fallen world,, let the butterfly and, 
the caterpillar teach you this lesson, that it if 
possible for those who find their emblem in th^ 
latter, to experience a spiritual renovation, as^ 
pure, as refined, and as glorious as the former: 
and with these types before you, bear in nuqd 
that the whole aim and object of the gospel, i^ 
to raise the creature of earlh by a new creatioilf 
to an existence, even in this world, so^ holy and 
so delightful, that it may be deemed a foretaste 
of that state, which eye hath not seen, nor ea^ 
heard, nor hath it entered into the heart of man 
to conceive; and that our Lord Himself has said 
to His disciples, *Ye are not of the world, as 1 
am not of the world.' 

17 9 
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"No language can be stronger, Geraldine, 
thaa the testimony of the Spirit of God, though 
the world cannot receive Hiui- By the written 
W^, we ai^ not only forbidden to love the 
world, but told by Hitn that the friendship of 
the world is enmity with God ; for whosoever 
will be a friend of the world, is the enemy of 
God ! And wliat can all these Scriptures mean ? 
why are they given to the disciples of Christ, if 
they are not to be applied in the habits of the 
Christian's daily life* I know that we are told 
by some objectors, that our Lord and His Apas^* 
ties alluded to a hep.then workl, and to the prta^ 
ciples and practices of heathens. But .so far 
from this lessening the force of the injunction, it 
appears to me that it applies with superadded 
strength to a world which is nominally Chris- 
tian, but in which pleasures which are essen- 
tially ungodly, and practices which are utterly- 
opposed to God's commandments, are not only 
tolerated, but pursued. The sense that our own 
Evangelical Church maintains on this subject, is 
as plain as words can make it, when it binds us 
under a baptismal engagement, even as we hope 
and live for heaven, 'to renounce the pomps 
and vanity of this wicked world.' Would that 
many who manifest so formal an attachment to 
our admirable formularies, did not forget the ex- 
plicit language whi^rh they hold on these points." 
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That evening the conversation of the party 
at Deercourt, turned again on the subject of the 
world; and Geraldine agaii drank in the coun* 
sel that she wished to hear ; while Mrs. Rushton 
sat amazed and confounded, but unable to con-^ 
tradict the facts which in the course of 'the con- 
versation were brought fprward by the Bishop 
on the subject of worldly expenditure, and the 
vast sums that were lavished on ungodly dissi- 
pations and luxuries. Something was said by 
Mr. Arden — ^not in the hearing of Lady Mary 
and her son — of the large sums which they 
were both accustomed to give in charities at 
home, and to missionary objects abroad, and 
that they gave hundreds, and even tliousands, 
where other benevolent persons gave compara- 
tively to a small amount. 

" I am not at all astonished," said the Bishop, 
" * Self-denial may form a vast fund for the cause 
of God,^ as it has been well said by a brother 
Bishop. It is a frightful fact," he added, "to 
reflect upon the enormous sums that are yearly 
squandered by professed Christians in this 
country, in what no one can hesitate to term low 
and debasing pursuits. To say nothing of the 
cost of an opera box for the season, which is 
often three hundred pounds, the salary of a 
French cook, which has, in more than one in- 
stance, amounted to five hundred, the receipts 
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of aa Italian singer, which daring one 
were at least fourteen thousand pounjo jirt 
think of the sums that are lost and won upon a 
race-course. Think again of one gbmbli^g- 
hoose alone, namely, Crockford's, costing nearly 
one hundred thousand pounds, and that the le^ 
ceipts of its proprietor in one year have been, 
reckoned to amount to the same sum ; while the 
money lost annually in all the gaming houses of 
London has been calculated to be <£7,225,000 ! 
It is said, indeed, that in one night nearly one 
million was lost at Crockford's. And I may 
just add to all this, that the mere duues on spi- 
rits and tobacco in the year 1834, amounted to 
jC11,614,829 ! Alas, we wonder at the excesses 
and expenditure of the citizens of heathen Rome, 
but England, the most favored, and the most 
enlightened of all Christian countries, has made 
herself almost as pre-eminently notorious in ex- * 
cess and luxury." 

"And, therefore," said Mr. Arden, turning 
to his niece with a look of kind affection, "there- 
fore, my dear Geraldine, now that 5'^ou are about 
to quit this truly Christian household, and to be 
exposed to many temptations which you have 
been shielded from here, let me give you a word 
of warning. You are not likely, I agree, to pay 
three hundred pounds for an opera box, still if 
you take your place among those that have done 
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«&— to say nbth'mg of the ballet-<lanceffs, tWibate 
exhibitions are unfit for the eyes of any modeAf 
girl — jrou piake yourself a partaker 'of otiier 
men's sins. Therefore Stand 'firm, Oeraldine, 
and when they want you to deck yotf rseff in the 
expensive attire of a fine and fashioh'Able lady, 
and to waste your health, and your time, and to 
forget your God in Ihe giddy circles of the world 
— as dull a round, I should think it,' and as vtdar 
risome as that of a dragged mlU-horse-^think of 
the calm and happy retirement of Deercourt, 
where the loveliest omameilts are the Christian 
gmces and the fresh happy countenances of its 
fair inmates. You will look in vain, I think, 'ibr 
sweeter smiles than those upon the face ofElia- 
abeth, or for a lovelier bloom, than that of one 
who bears the name of the queen of the flowers. 
You may come now," he said to Rose, who haid 
been sitting at the farther end of the room, iortd 
was then approaching the group that surrounded 
the Bishop. «*Come here, and tell me what 
flower you are carrying so carefully ;" for Rose 
was bearing in her hand a flower pot cotitaining 
a plant of the Sorrowfiil NyCtandms, and wtts 
bringing it to Lady Grace. 

<'I wanted my aunt to see afid smell tths 
night-scented flower,*' said Rose. 

Lady Grace woke up firom a dtate of dMp 
abstraction with a sigh, but smiled as 'Ro9e*«t>- 
17* 
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proached her, for she had listened with feelings 
of' DO common interest to the foregoipg oonver- 
sadon^ and she smiled as she looked, np at the 
fresh and lovely countenance of Rose, to think 
that she was surrounded by those whose pleiar 
sores were calm, and left no weariness in their 
track, and that she herself had done fiir ever I 

with the vanities and dissipations of a Ood-fixr- ' 

gettiog world. i 

<^And what is this same flower which Hose 
seems to prize so ?" said Mr. Arden. 

"It is," said Lady Mary, "a species of jas- 
mine well known in India, which is scentless 
. during the day, and which gives out its rich mi- 
. grance only by night." 

"A lovely tjrpe of the child of Grod," said 
the Bishop, "in whom the graces of the spirit 
are often unheeded in the daylight of worldly 
happiness, but whose best and sweetest qualities 
are acknowledged by all, when sorrow brings 
its night-gloom over the bright and pleascmt 
prospects of this fleeting world." 

"And I know whom that pure and delicate 
flower resembles," said Lady Grace, almost in 
whispered words to her sister, "one whose 
sweet ajBfection I can never be sufficiently grate- 
ful for. But I have cause indeed to bless my 
heavenly Father for those troubles which I have 
. looked upon, till lately, as the visitations of an 
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unjust God, and which seemed to make* my 
whole future existence but a dreary waste. I 
have been thinking with what a different spirit 
I should have listened, but a short time ago, to 
what the Bishop has been saying. Now I take 
a deep interest in it, for I am as resolved as 
Geraldine appears to be, to give up the world, 
and to live a useful, and if possible, a devoted 
life." 

"I rejoice to hear you speak thus," replied 
liady Mary, "for the great mistake too many 
persons make, who think of giving up the world 
is this, that they suppose a dull and idle exis- 
tence is implied in a religious life. The fact is, 
evefy one must have an object, to call forth the 
energies of his mind. Dr. Chalmers, I think, 
compares man to a piece of machinery, which 
must be kept at work, and says, that if the ma- 
chinery were to stop, and receive.no impulse 
from a new desire, substituted in the place of its 
former desire, the man would be left with all 
his propensities to action in a state of most pain- 
ful and unnatural abandonment. This remark 
of his you will find in a sermon, which every 
one who* desires, in accordance with his bap- 
tismal engagement, to renounce the world, ought 
to make himself acquainted with. I can lend 
you the volume, and you must read it. The 
view that he takes of the subject, is this, that it 
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if by the expulsive power of. a new aflGbctioa 
^•koe, that the dd desires of natural and fallen 
'Mtnre can be displaced from the human heart; 
diat the heart must have an objecty and will 
MVer be prevailed upon to resign an old a£fec- 
tbn, which shall have nothing to succeed it-; 
but may be prevailed upon to exchange an old 
tfflfection for a new one. And he brings forward 
the gospel, with all its privileges, and all its 
-graces — with its fulness of pardon; its tender- 
ttess of sympathy, and its pure peace and bless- 
isdness, as the new object which can aloh^ dis- 
place the love of the world, and all its vanities, 
in the heart." 

Oeraldine had also been a listener to this 
^nversation, but Mrs. Rushton, who had more 
than once endeavored to suppress a yawn, found 
it at length so intolerable, and herself so sleepy, 
that she rose up to look at the time-piece that 
Stood on a table near her, and expressed in a 
very audible voice her surprise at the lateness 
of the hour. "My dear Caroline," said Mr. Ar- 
den, taking out his watch, "you must be mis- 
taken, for it is not yet ten o'clock, and we never • 
have prayers till ten." 

"I can explain the mistake," said Lady 
Mary, smiling. " That time-piece stopped two 
days ago, and the servant has neglected to wind 
it up." 
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Mrs. Rushton sat down again, with a sub- 
dued air, as if she had made up her mind to eiH 
dure an unavoidable annoyance, when to her 
great relief, Elizabeth Grandison called Geral- 
dine and Rose to the pianoforte, to sing with her 
and her brother. 
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CHAPTER THE FOUBTEENTH. 




^ADY Mary was standing in tl^ 
oriel window of the hall : her 
guests were all gone. The car- 
riage of the Bishop (who had been 
the last to depart) had just driven 
from the door. The porter had closed the gates 
through which the carriage passed, as it turned 
out of the quadraogle, when they were suddenly 
thrown open again, and a plain, but elegant car<* 
riage, djove rapidly in. Lady Mary had not 
time to retreat, and did not endeavor to do so. 
A servant in a rich livery of blabk and gold, 
which she had never seen before, rang violently 
at the bell. The door was opened, and a lady, 
whom she did not recognize, passed through the 
hall into the saloon. Lady Mary followed, but 
before the servant could announce the name of 
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her visitor, she came forward with a look and 
manner full of affection, and greeted Lady Mary 
as an old friend. 

"I think," said Lady Mary, **I know that 
voice.'- But she kx)ked again in the counte- 
nance of the stranger, and felt that she had but 
a confused recollection of the delicate but strik- 
ing features, and of the tall and graceful figure 
of the lady who stood before her. Her dress 
was cosdy but simple, and there was an air of 
peculiar elegance and refinement about hot 
whole person and manners. 

" And am I so altered then," said the lady, 
" that you do not recognize one who has never 
forgotten, and never can forget you. Must I 
announce myself as the Adeliade who has re- 
ceived so many kindnesses from you since the 
time that my dear mother died, aye, and long 
before I lost her." 

The stranger was the young Princess de 
Belmonte, whom Lady Mary had never seen 
since the thne that she left England. Her man 
ners had now all the calm and easy self-pos- 
session of one who knew her high position in 
society, and who filled it with grace and dignity. 
But there was still so much of her early child- 
like afiection, so much of her former natural 
sweetness in the manner in which she address- 
ed Lady Mary, that she felt irresistibly drawn 



tO/^elr, and tried in vain to amume a ooldneM 
ifaat 'she could not feeL 

*<You look grave, and I fear you ute dis-« 
piMsed with me,'* she said, still holdiiig the 
hittd she had taken, and her large soft eyes 
IMre filled with tears as ^he looked tip in her 
finde. *'I know you are displeased whh me-* 
dlii|>leased at the change of my religimi : but I 
diink you will believe me — for as a child, 1 al» 
Ways told you the truth*— when I assure -you 
Aat what I have done, I have at least done oon* 
scientiously." 

^*Dear Adelaide," replied Lady Mary, and 
(kke drew her tenderly towards her, and kissed 
her pale and delicate cheek, '4t is impossible 
fer me to feel unkindly towards you. And if I 
have been displeased, or rather full of grief 
about you, it is because I have loved you, next 
to my own children, more than any one in the 
"iKrorld. But indeed X do not presume to judge 
JJ«du, or any one : I only pray, as I have always 
ptiBLyedi since I heard that you had forsaken the 
fiuth of your childhood, thatif you had neglected 
to 'look up to God, and God alone for guidance, 
you might be led to do so now. But let me'tell 
you, that when I began to think seriously 6f 
x^at I must call your defection, I sorrowed,4yut 
I did not wonder, for I knew that you had never 
be6n deeply and savingly impressed with those 
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vital truths which formed the foundation of yofar, 
father's faith while living, and cheered and 
supported him in death. Yon remember yottr 
last letter to me, Adelaide, written flrom Florenoe 
on' the evening of the very day when he died. 
You remember how you bore witness to the 
power of his faith, and wished and hoped that 
God would enable you to live smd to die as he 
had done. You never wrote again : and two 
years afterwards, I heard from others that you 
had renounced that faith and that you were 
married ! '^ 

While Lady Mary spoke thus, her young 
companion seemed deeply aflfected. She sat 
with her head drooping, and her handkerchief 
raised to her face, seeking in vain to wipe away 
and to check her fast flowing tears, till her whole 
frame shook with agitation. 

"Dear, dear Adelaide," said Lady Mary^ 
" I atn so very sorry to distress you thus, at our 
first meeting. I could not have met you, how- 
ever, without telling you what was in my heart. 
But I should not have spoken so abruptly or so 
soon, had you not first alluded to the subject. 
Tell me now why you have come to Deeroourt ? " 

"Simply because I wished to see you," «he 

replied, raising her head, and smiling through 

her tears. "I have waited since my arrival hi 

this country with a hope which has groWn faibter 

18 
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-and fiunter, that you would co&ie to see' jn^, 
and at last I felt that I could wait no longer. 
Qnlj this morning I suddenly- vesolVed to oome 
and see you. The Prince would luore cocne 
with me, but I wished on my first interview 
with you, to have no one present. I am ui^p- 
py," she added, 'Vabout my husband, fid has 
been ill, and his health is still, I fear, in a vexy 
precarious state. But he makes light of it, and 
smiles at my alarm. I thought at one time that 
this northern climate might have been too severe 
for him, but the Italian physician who is with 
ys, and has known his constitution from his 
youth, assures me that I am mistaken, and the 
English physicians, whom we have been to «£>wn 
to consult, agree with him in his opinion. -We 
shall remain, therefore, at Ravenstone, instead 
of returning to Italy, which I had almost resolv^ 
on doing." 

She ceased speaking, and there was a pause, 
for Lady Mary, though her countenance had ex- 
pressed her sympathy when the Princess spoke 
of her husband's illness, seemed at a loss for 
any subject of further conversation. 

"You have one little girl, I believe, dear 
Adelaide," she said at length. 

"No," replied the Princess, in a voice of 
deep emotion, "I have no child, my sweet 
little girl is dead. It was soon after her death 
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that we determined to come to England.- We 
are near neighbors," said the Princess, after 
another short pause. * ' Are we.never to meet ? " 

''Can we meet, Adelaide, as we once met? 
But it is best to be candid with you. You may 
believe me or not, but I ^ think you will, when I 
say that my affection for you cannot change, 
and yet my confidence in you is gone. . I love 
you so tenderly, my Adelaide, that this interview 
is unexpressibly trying to me. I do not wish to 
love you less, but my calm judgment tells me 
plainly that — all circumstances considered — ^I 
ought not, in these days of prror, to expose my 
children to what might prove a dangerous inti- 
macy. Rose is at present a mere creature of 
impulse and imagination. Any intercourse with 
Ravenstone might be positively dangerous* to 
her. I scarcely fear for Elizabeth ; but she is 
also young and without experience. I do not 
doubt your affection, my sweet young friend for 
me ; if you did not love me you would not have 
come over to Deercourt as you have done this 
morning." 

"But surely I may see your two girls," 
replied the Princess, "both of whom I love 
almost as sisters. As for Rose, she was always 
at once my delight and my admiration; and 
who can know Elizabeth and help loving her ? 
Do not think, my dear second mother, that I 
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oooldwtifocild^be so dishonorable ttr to ttt!0li^ 
in «Dy way to disturb* their minds, or to lAek'to 
obtain any influence over them whieh yoawoliil 
ditepprove. I solemnly promise you tins. But 
do not send me away fiom Deercoort withmit 
permitting me to see them." 

••Elizabeth, I know, is not at home,'* replied 
Lttdy Mary, << she always goes at eleven, on dAs 
day of the week, to her school." 

••And Rose? Tes, I am suie Rose is it 
fadme. Shall we not find her in her own charm- 
ing sitting-room, where I have passed so many 
pleasant tours with those two dear giiis.*' 

"I will take you there," said Lady Mttiy, 
• ••and remember, Adelaide," she added, lodtdiig 
her steadfastly in the face, as she rose from ber 
chair, **1 trust implicity to the promise ytJu 
have made me, that you will seek in no way 
whatever to influence either of my daughiei^ 
on that point, which is to me and to them, •of 
viftj importance. I tell you most sincerely tiMt 
I would rather see Rose in her grave, liMn 
brought under the dominion of those fr^hlftd- 
errors with which Romanism abounds. For- 
give me for using such plain language. I aA 
your forgiveness, for I see from your cotiMe- 
nance, that I have wounded your feelings, but I 
must always speak thus plainly to yo^,aildfo 
ev*ry one." 
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The Princess did not reply. She suvSl down 
upon the seat from which she had just ris^ 
ai^d turned away her head. 

''•You are not angry with me, my Adelaide," 
said Lady Mary, coming near to her, and gently 
clasping the hand of the Princess. 

"Oh no, not now," she replied, turning her 
head, and looking up with a smile full of afl^c* 
tion in the face of Lady Mary. 

Rose Nvas not in her usual sittiog-room, they 
found her in her painting-room. 

"Dear mama, is it you ?" she replied, with- 
out turning her head, as she heard her mother's 
voice. "I was wishing for you at this moment, 
for your opinion— for your taste. I have such 
an effect of light that I must not lose it — ^I must 
go on painting. When I closed the shutters, the 
day was cloudy and the light subdued, just 
what I wanted then — but the sun has come 
round, and its rich golden rays darted with such 
a blaze of light int^ the room, and fell upon my 
little sleeper there, that I was hurr3ring to close 
the shutters of this window, and to open those 
of another, when I saw this glorious effect ot 
light, and I am endeavoring to seize it before it 
passes away." 

The room in which they found Rose, was 
rather like an artist's study than a lady's sitting- 
room. One painting hung there. A female bead, 
18* 
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by Titian, which had been long the admimtion 
of Rose, and which Lord Herondale had given 
to his niece. It seemed to comprise in itself 
' the perfection of coloring, and to be s.-chef JPosumre 
^even of that master in the art of colcHing. It 
was so beautiful, that it would hare charqied the 
eye of any person unacquainted with painting. 
Its depth, its clearness, its Ctirnations, its con- 
trasts of light and shade, its blendings of the 
softest and the richest tints, added to die pecu- 
liarly intellectual character of the portrait itself 
—for it was too like life, not to be a portrait — 
had caused it to be reckoned almost the finest 
specimen of that great master to be found in 
England. Rose had studied it so intently, and 
copied it so repeatedly, that her own pictures 
always seemed to possess some of the character- 
istics of that portrait. 

A lovely child lay sleeping in the large chair 
which stood upon a raised platform, and in 
which she had been sitting to the young painter. 
The half finished portrait of the child stood rest- 
ing against a pedestal of marble, on which was 
a graceful vase, filled with freshly-gathered 
flowers of every color. It was the portrait of 
the child when awake, whom Rose had painted 
as Spring. The head was thrown into strong 
relief, and Rose had shown her skill in chiaros- 
curOf by the effects which she had produced in 
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that picture. The boldness of the design was 
as remarkable as the clearness of the tone, and 
the purity of the coloring. The countenance 
had all the fresh beauty of childhood ; smiles 
were sparkling in the long dark eyes, and play- 
ing abojit the lips, whose deep crimson contrast- 
ed beautifully with the delicate transparency of 
the skin. Clusters of violets and lilies of the 
valley were wreathed in among the waves of 
deep auburn hair ; and the whole was so soft- 
ened down, and so shadowed, the diflSculties of 
the subject so admirably managed, that one rich 
and harmonious effect had been produced by 
the youthful hand which had executed the pic- 
ture. This portrait had been displaced from 
the easel, and. another picture occupied its place 
which was already partly painted. 

" You must only look at this picture, mama," 
said Rose, "for I am not half satisfied with the 
other. I could not bear to wake the poor child, 
and as she lay sleeping with the light falling in 
such partial gleams around her, I saw something 
so much more beautiful, produced by chance, 
than anything that I myself had been able to 
eflfect, that I have grown quite out of conceit 
with ray first attempt." 

"And I, ^.Tiy dear Rose," said Lady Mary, 
with an affectionate voice, "have been looking 
only at that dear child, and not at either of your 
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pfetures, and I have felt half inclined to blam^ 
yon for teaching her to think that her fiu» b 
beaatiful, and so to fill her head with peraokuU 
Tanity. I fear you are gratifying your own tadfe 
and inclination, at the risk of awakening in bet 
youthful mind, thoughts and feelings which may 
prove a lasting injury to her herekfter. Wljy 
lake her from her yoUng companions and hefr 
school ? She is, or was, not only the loveliest, 
but the most modest and ingenuous of all tbe 
children there." 

"I must confess,'^ said Rose, "that I haVe 
been often thinking more of the study which her 
head afforded me, than of the lessons which I 
taught her at the school. To tell you the truth, 
dear mama, I carried her away, this morning, 
in opposition to all the grave remonstrances of 
dear Elizabeth. But I took the child into the 
flower garden, and made her carry the flowers 
which I gathered, and I do believe that as I 
made her hold that branch of honeysuckle in her 
hand, and told her that I was going to paint it, 
she ibought that I was only going to paint the 
flowers. But now," she added meekly, **'! 
feel that you and Elizabeth are right, arid T. 
shall grow displeased with both my pictures." 
And as she said this, she put down her pallet 
and her brushes, for she had continued paiiit- 
ing all the time, and she stood in silence, hdkr 
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ing only at the child, and apparently deep in: 
thought* 

"I am disposed, if not to take the part of 
Rose, to plead for her/' said a clear sweet voice. 
Hose started, and turned her head, and aaw the 
Princess for the first time. " I did not speak," 
said Adelaide, ** for my attention has been quite 
absorbed by these two pictures* J scarcely yield 
even to you, my dear Rose, in my admiiatioa 
of paintings ; and I am perfectly astonished at 
the progress you have made, and the. genius, for 
I can call it nothing else, which you have shown 
in these two pictures, I have not thought even 
of yourself, my sweet Rose, or told you with what 
delight I meet you again." And as she said 
this, she tenderly embraced her. **I should have 
scarcely known you, Rose, if I had not found 
you here, you are so grown and so altered." 

"And I, now," said Rose, with a look of 
delighted surprise, "quite recollect you, and am 
puzzled no longer ; and yet I knew your voice, ' 
but it was to me like an air of music which I 
had heard and learnt to love, but had forgotten 
when and where. Dear, dear Adelaide, how 
delighted I am to see you again ! 1 have longed 
to see you ! But you are grown a woman too, 

and " She looked earnesdy into her face 

and then smiled. **No, I can scarcely even 
now make you out to be the same being who 
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left ttd so long ago. You are so tall^ Adelaide^, 
and though slight, you are no longer tlun, audi: 
your hair is darker; but of this I am certain, 
fr^ the look in your eycs^ and the smiles willi! 
which you greeted me, that you are as afl^tiol^: 
ate- and sincere as even" 

'The yoittig Princess could not help feeliiig 
the difference between the welcome-she had met 
with from Lady Mary, and |hat of her daughter; 
btit she was too- well pleased with the joyous 
and open manner of Rose to be displeased just 
then with the recollection of the guarded and 
restrained affection of her mother. . 

"You' must come and see me very soon at. 
Ravenstone," said the Princess, as she took 
leave of Rose Grandison. '* I have so much to 
show you. The old house has been quite al- 
tered from what you remember it, though we 
have not changed its character, and the gardens 
are now very beautiful, thanks to my husband's 
taste, and we have pictures to show you, as fine 
perhaps as any you have seen. One of them, a 
Correggio, which arrived only a few days since, 
and which the Prince sent for from our house 
at Genoa, is the very loveliest I have yet seen 
by any master. I could not bear to be without 
looking at that picture, as I knew it was our 
own, and my dear husband, to please and sur- 
prise me, sent for it without saying a word about 
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it till it came. It will be a new style for you 
to study. Will you come? May you?" she 
added) turning a glance as she spoke towards 
Lady Mary. She saw only a smile full of un- 
disguised affection on the fine countenance of 
Lady Mary. 

** We will all come, and in a very few days 
hence," said Lady Mary, "and you shall intro- 
duce us to your husband. It is impossible not 
to love you ! No, it was never want of love that 
made me shun you." 
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N the world but not of the world," 
said Lady Mary to her soq.-s— 
That you know is the maxim 
which you and I, my dear Her- 
bert, have agreed together to 
keep ever before us." And then, in a lower 
tone, she added those words of jDur Saviour's 
prayer for His disciples, as if recalling them to 
her own mind, '*I pray not that Thou wouldest 
take them out of the world, but that Thou 
wouldest keep them from the evil." 

Herbert Grandison was writing at a table 

ihat stood ill the recess of one of the windows 

)f his private sitting-room, his mother sat in her 

•^sual place, with her work-basket beside he«, 

he invariably passed an hour or twcT of 
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every morning with her son, generally spend- 
ing the rest of the time with her daughters. Oa 
some days of the week, part of the time passed 
vnda her son was devoted to consulting with 
him as to the management of his estate, pf 
which, before he came of age, she had taken 
the sole direction. She had proved herself ad- 
mirably fitted for the trust which her husband, 
had placed in her hands, when she was still a 
young and beautiful woman. She had remained 
at Deercourt superintending the education of 
her three children. She had refused more than 
one brilliant offer of marriage, and one of these 
refusals had given great offence to her own 
family, for it was from a man of very high rank, 
who had proposed to her before her marriage to 
Oeneral Grandison, and whom the Herondale 
family had then prevented her marrying. He 
had then been poor and a younger brother. 

Lady Mary sat and listened to her son. He 
was laying before her various plans for improv- 
ing the condition of hi^ numerous tenantry, and 
every now and then she raised her head from 
her work, and looked upon the animated coun- '^ 

tenance of her son with eyes full of approval 
and affection. When she had heard all he had 
to say, and made one or two remarks, in which 
he acknowledged to himself the superiority of 
her judgment, and the sound principles of th(^ 
19 10 ■' 
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advice which she gave him, she said gravely, 
"I retcum, dear Herbert, to the words of our 
maxim, <In the world but not of the world*' 
All that you have been saying is wise and li^bt^ 
as far as it goes, but in these critical times, I 
wish to see you moving in a wider sphere than 
that of Deercourt God has given you talents 
and opportunities which must not be neglected. 
You must go into the wbrld, Herbert ; the time 
is come, a,nd I am only waiting for the calL 
You must go, as I know you will go, with a 
spirit which is not of the world. I have almost 
a perfect confidence in you, because I know 
that you not only feel your own weakness, but 
that you will put forth all the vigor of your own 
powerful mind, with a full trust in the supply 
of that strength which is made perfect in weak- 
ness. If I were to consult my own pleasure, I 
should wish to keep you with me in the centre 
of this happy circle — ^but to do so would be sel- 
fish. I shall give you up to the duties of that 
position which I feel you ought to occupy. You 
must be more than a mere country gentleman. 
I am not singular in my opinion that you may 
be useful in a far more extended sphere than 
any that you have yet occupied." 

Here Everard Maxwell was announced. 

"I hope I am not disturbing you," he said 
as he entered, "but I came at this hour because 
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I knew thg.t I should find you at home, Grandi- 
son. And I have business of some importance, 
as my errand, if you can attend me." 

Lady Mary rose and gathered up her wotk 
to go. 

'"Pray do not leave us, dear madam," ho 
said, "my business indeed is with you as well 
as with Grandison. I know that he would do 
nothing without your advice and sanction, and 1 
should think ill of him if he did. I am very 
glad that this affair has to be brought before you 
to-day, and that I have some time before me to 
attend to it, for next week, as you know, I am 
to be married, and shall be leaving home." 

"And what may this important business be, 
dear Everard," said Grandison, smiUng, "for 
you make me somewhat impatient to know your 
erraftd, as you term it." 

"It is soon told," replied Everard. "Sir 
Henry Fleetwood died on Saturday, and his 
seat, for this division of the county, is vacant. 
Yesterday, some of the most influential gentle- 
men of the neighborhood called upon me, and I 
am here to-day, commissioned by them, to invite 
you to come forward as our representative in 
the House of Commons. I am to communicate 
your reply to their proposal to-morrow, or the 
day after, if you cannot decide immediately. 
For my part, I hope you will not hesitate in 
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giving your consent. We are all agr^d that 
ycm are more fitted than any man in the counjy 
to be our member. I am therefore come to invfte 
niyaelf to stay at Deercourt to-day, that 'we may 
have leisure to consider the proposal, and that, 
if you assent to it, I may lose no time in xqaki|ig 
known your wish, if possible, to-morrow. I 
shall leave you at an early hour, that I may gieet 
our friends at Brandon before noon."- " 

<'I cannot help smiling," replied Mn Orandi- 
son, ''at the rapidity of your, conclusions, my 
dear friend, the more so, as I had already heard 
of Sir Henry's death, and had half settled it that 
you would be our future member. I was.* just 
gping to say so to my mother, when you ent^r^" 

Lady Mary made no remark, but sat- quietly 
working, till she was appealed to by her son and 
Everard. 

"Herbert knows ray opinion of this subject t 

already," she replied. "For though I was not 
aware of Sir Henry Fleetwood's sudden death, ' 

I. have just been expressing my wish that my 
son should begin to take his part in the business • 

of the world, in a far more extended sphere than 
that in which he has hitherto moved. But I 
should like him to decide on nothing . without 
giving the subject his full consideration, and sit- 
ting down thoughtfully and seriously to count the 
cost ; without also giving up some portion of this 
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vety day, to seir-examination, and to prayer in 
private. We will leave him, If you please, for 
the present, and if you are so good as to pass 
the day with us, you will perhaps walk with 
me to call at the Vicarage, that we ixiay talk the 
subject over with Mr. Vaughan, and with Mr. 
Arden, who is now staying there.'* 

Within a month of that time, Mf . Grandispn 
was returned member for the southern division 

of the county of . He did not know, till 

long after, that the proposal to return him for the 
county, had been first made to Everard, and that 
Everard had insisted on having that proposal 
transferred to his friend. 

Lady Mary, and her son and daughters, paid 
their promised visit to Ravenstone, and Rose 
came back enchanted with every one and every 
thing she had found there — ^with the Prince and 
Princess, with Father Angelo, with the house, 
the gardens, the chapel, the monastery— of 
which, however, she only saw the outside — and 
though last not least, with the pictures. She 
expressed her delight and admiration in lively 
terms. She met with kind and smiling looks, 
but nothing more from her mother. 

"But are you displeased, dear mamaf " she 
said at length. 

"No, mdeed, my dear Rose.** 

"But are you pleased?*' 
19* 
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<<I am always pleased when 1 see that yoa 
are pleased, my child/' 

<< But you looked grave, and so did Elizabeth 
and Grandison, as we drove home, and I was 
the only one that seemed delighted." 

"Perhaps they were thinking, as I was," re- 
plied Lady Mary, "of the fall — for in a spiritual 
sense it has been so — of dear Adelaide, whom 
we all love. Nor could I help feeling sorrowful 
when I beheld the splendid allurements by 
which the wretched errors of Romanism appeal 
to the imagination and to the senses ; and while 
I was thinking how peculiarly and s^ttractively 
fatal they had proved to Adelaide, I thought of 
more than one who in some respects resembled 
her, and I trembled lest, by any means, they 
should be entangled in the same ensnaring de- 
lusions." 

"And who were those of whom you thought? " 
inquired Rose. 

"One was my brother's son Wflton," she 
replied, "the other. Rose, was yourself And 
I must teU you, my dear child, that I was unea- 
sy to see how easily you appeared to be caught 
by the fascinations of error when at Ravenstone. 
Your delight was almost enthusiasm." 

" But I only spoke as I thought, dear mother," 
said Rose ; "and you always wish me to speak 
as 1 think." 
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"Yes, Rose, tx) speak as yoii think, but not 
always to think as you do. I would have you 
on no account seem to be otherwise than what 
you are." 

"But," added Rose, "you grieve to see me 
what I am, and what I confess to you I feel 
myself to be, unstable, unsatisfied, and unsettled. 
Oh, dear mama, is it not so ? And what am I to 
do ? I feel that you and Elizabeth and Herbert 
are right ; but I cannot and I do not feel as you 
do. Oh, how I wish that I did ! " 

"There," said Lady Mary, with a solemn 
sweetness of manner, "there I think that you 
deceive yourself, my sweet child. I fear diat 
you have never yet given the serious, anxious 
attention which your brother and sister have 
done to the one thing that is needful. You have 
been a trifler about that one thing. Though you 
have not been like Martha of old encumbered 
about many things, you have been distracted 
and borne away by many things from that gra- 
cious Being who can alone satisfy the aspira- 
tions of an immortal spiFk. You have been like 
one floating about on unsubstantial clouds, and 
not caring to plant your feet upon the rock ; and 
the time is coming when those floating clouds 
will be driven away, and tliat rock alone will Jbe 
found standing. It is. not, my dearest Rose, by 
wishing to follow Christ, and yet remaining 
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^Mttbdot putting forth our fttretiuous and CdntiniH 
Idi exertions, that we can do ao. Religion does, 
libt come naturally to us, as I might almost say; 
the talent for music and for painting and tor po* 
etfy, which you possess, have come to you. The 
mm of the human heart is naturally rugged, 
cold, and stony as to all spiritual things, add 
even th^nthe-seed of God's word, though it ma;^ 
ipring up, will wither away for want of rodti 
or be choked with thorns if it spring up at all, 
unless that soil be broken up, and prepared to 
ifeceive it." 

"How kind you are in all that you say," 
said Rose affectionately. "I feel how true your 
Irginarks are i and I wish you would be more 
dtrict widi me, and find more frequent fault with 
ta6, for I know that I deserve it ! " 

«*My dear child," replied Lady Mary, **I 
liever can, I never did attempt to force religion 
upon you, or any one ; I have tried to teach you 
the right way, and to lead you in it ; and I have 
priayed, and still do pray, that God would gra- 
ciously open your eyes.* But even God Himself 
forces no one, but by the sweet constraint of 
love. He has given to us both the exercise of 
the means of grace, but grace itself no human 
hHiig can give to another. I do, indeed, most 
lUQxiously hope that you may be led before long 
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to piefer His service to that of all otherl^ and 
you will do so, if you do but begin to set to 
work in right earnest. It is only the experience 
of the things of God that can teach us to know 
their sweetness and their excellence: without 
being exercised in that experience, the peace of 
God must be beyond our understanding. You 
are not a worldly person, my sweet Rose ; your 
natural tastes are too exalted, too refined. I 
have no fear of your being tempted by the fash- 
ionable follies, and the ungodly dissipation which' 
have such attractions to the worldly-minded, in 
the common sense of the word ; but shall I not 
speak the language of truth, in all affection to 
you, my own very dear child, and tell you that 
you are, notwithstanding, an ungodly creature ; 
for all * that is not of the Father, is of the world.* 
Every gift, every excellence, which is not sanc- 
tified, may prove a snare. It is not enough that 
the professing Christian should resemble the fine 
gold ; for gold is but worthless in His sight, till 
it has become the fine gold of the sanctuary, 
stamped with His image, and consecrated to His 
service. 

Rose seemed deeply aflfected by her mother's 
tender anxiety, and as she rose to take leave, of 
her for the night, she not only kissed her, axjcord- 
ing to her usual custom, but she threw her 

10* 



BXtas found her mother's neck, add remained 
fir flcyme moments with her head resting cm h6if 
booom, for she was quite overcome! 

<* Dearest mother/' she at length whispeftkf.^ 
*• will you promise never to cease praying fcr 
nie, never to give me up as hopeless. Ood mtiit 
he$t your prayers, I am sure He will." 

"That sweet child!" said Lady Mary to 
herself, as the door closed upon the youthfbl 
and lovely girl. "How engaging, hoi^ ingenu- 
ous she' is ! Surely He who loved the young 
Ruler, as He looks upon , her, loves her too. 
Surely He will hear a mother's prayer. No 
mother prayed for that young man, and he went 
away. Oh, my Saviour, my gracious, conde- 
scending Lord," she said, throwing herself upoft 
her knees, and lifting up her clasped hands, and 
raising her glistening eyes as she prajred : "Oh, 
Thou good Shepherd! suffer not this lamb to 
perish in the mountains of error and of danger. 
Seek her, and bring her back. Take Thine 
own way with her, even if my\jnother'sJ heart be 
wrung tx) agony, by the means which, in Thine 
inscrutable wisdom. Thou mayest be pleased to 
employ. Save her, and make her wholly Thine. 
Keep her. Oh, keep her from the evil that is in 
the world, and from the peculiar snares to which 
her aident and impressible nature is exposed. 
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Enable ber to escape as a bird out of the snare 
of the fowler ! " 

For a long time, with streaming tears, she 
continued praying for this child of her love ; and 
when she rose up, it seemed to her as if a voice 
were softly whispering in her ear, "Wait, wait 
I say upon the Lord." 
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CHAPTER THE SIXTEENTH. 




^ELL, well," said Mr. Arden, as he 
walked into the libraiy of Deer- 
court, where Lady Mary and her 
sister and daughters were sitting 
at work. "FoUy seems to wear 
her cap and bells at Herondale, and to reign as 
lady of misrule among the party there." His 
face as he said this, wore an unusual sardonic 
expression. <^ Wilton has been calling at the 
Vicarage, to take leave of the good old Pastor, 
for he sets out for Rome next week, and he, it 
seems, is to be present at the theatrical fbUies of 
Herondale. I asked him to his great annoyance, 
if they had no part for him to play, and when 
he assured me that he was to be merely a 
spectator, I told him the fable of the lark who 
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was found among the sparrows in the farmer's 
field, and who shared their fate . from being 
caught in their company. Alas, birds of a 
feather flock together. And what do you think 
of that old goose. Colonel Rushton ? he is going 
to act and to take the part of a footman, while 
Lady Herondale appears as a pert chamber- 
maid. Julia too is to turn actress. I wonder 
whether my discreet and worldly-wise sister is 
standing like a hen disconsolate and distracted, 
because her duckling takes to the water, or 
whether she submits with her usually accom- 
modating graciousness, thinking it right not to 
make herself singular. My poor GeraJdine ! I 
dread the effect of such society upon her. O 
that she might prove like a dove among the 
chattering throng, ■ and unfold her wings and 
flee away into the wilderness of quiet Deercoiirt, 
and be at rest." 

"We expect her every moment," said Lady 
Mary. "Elizabeth and I drove to Herondale 
yesterday, and Geraldine asked me before them 
all if I would receive her for a few days. I 
wonder at her firmness, for she was assaulted 
by several of the party, but though her color 
came and went, as one shaft after anothet of 
raillery and ridicule was aimed at her, she stood 
* her ground ; and her purpose was not to be 
changed. Mrs. Rushton, its seems, whether 
20 
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wfllingly or not, had already givon her consent, 
and Geraldine had written a note to propose 
coming to us just before we arrived." 

*' Geraldine is a good girl," said Mr. Ardeh, 
**I felt assured that she would not disappoint 
me. Wilton tells me," he added, "that his 
friends, the Prince and Princess, are going with 
a party from Ravenstone." ■ 

" O, I cannot believe it," said Rose. 

"And why, my dear child ? " 

"Because," said Rose, "they are so — .•* , 

" So what ? " he rejoined. " They are Roman '. 

Catholics, and I thought you knew that when 
a Roman Catholic goes out of the world he j 

goes into a monastery, otherwise he will go to i 

mass on Sunday morning, and to the play on " 

Sunday evening. Why, when I was at Bath 
last year, every one was going over to Oscott to 
see a play which the youths were going to act 
there." 

"My dear friend," said Lady Mary mildly, 
" do you not think we want the Bishop's three 
sieves to sift our words through ? " . 

" They will pass the first sieve at any rate," 
he replied, " for it is true." 

"But the second will stop them," said Lady 
Mary, "is it kind?" 

"It is not meant to be otherwise," he an- 
swered. "And as for the third sieve, I suspect 
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my Wordd will pass tbat» for I think it isk 
necessary to bear my testimony in these times), 
especially before young people like your t^>se 
there, against such unchristian absurdities. With 
regard to the theatrical entertainment at Heron- 
dale for instance, it does appear to me to be a 
monstrous folly, not to call it worse, that the 
tenantry of Herondale, and even some of the 
Brandon shopkeepers, should be invited to make 
an audience to see your sister-in-law, a high 
born and high bred countess, come forth upon 
the stage as a pert simpering waiting-maid, and 
my brother-in-law, a fine tall Colonel of the line, 
appear before them dressed as a footman. And 
what I am now saying to your ladyship, is 
almost word for word what I wrote to your 
kindhearted brother. Lord Herondale, when he 
invited me to come and make one of the party." 

" But is it not impossible," said Lady Mary, 
"to rebuke in a wrong spirit?" 

"Or in other words," he continued, "is not 
mine a wrong spirit? Does not your ladyship 
mean to say that ? I confess that these things 
make me angry and bilious. I love and honor 
the aristocracy of the land, I am jealous for their 
honor, and I am the more disappointed when 
they act like mountebanks. But where are the 
two young men, Grandison and Arthur, I have 
a message for the former, from Everard Max- 
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iRndlf whom I saw yesterday, and who had just 
leturaed from his wedding tour." 

'^Herbert and his fHend«'* sold Lady Maiy, 
^aie staying with an old friend of my poor 
husband's some miles beyond Brandon, ooe 
of those gentlemen who have been exerting 
themselves to bring in Herbert as our county 
member.*' 
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CHAPTER THE8EVENTEENTH. 




S any thing the matter, Herbert ? 
have you had bad news ? * 

" Indeed I have heard what 
has greatly shocked me," replied 
Grandison to his mother's inquiry. 
" The Prince de Belmonte is dead, he died 
suddenly in the night. His wife found him in 
his dressing room some hours after she had gone 
to bed, lying on the floor in what at first appeared 
to her a fit, but he was quite dead. It seems 
he had retired sooner than the rest of the family, 
and had dismissed his valet earlier than usual, 
having some letters to write for the Italian mail, 
which leaves Londcm to-night. He had told 
poor Adelaide that she must not sit up, as he 
should be an hour later than usual in coming to 
20* 
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his chamber ; but she heard him moving about 
in his dressiDg-room, and even spoke to him 
before she virent to bed, begging him not to sit 
up longer than was absolutely necessary. A 
loud noise, which proved to be the fall of her 
husband, woke her — and we may conceive m 
what a state the poor wife now is." 

" The carriage is at the door,*' said Lady 
Mary, " and I was going to pay a bridal visit to 
the Maxwells, but I shall go at once to Raven- 
stone. I think dear Adelaide will be comforted 
to have me with her at such a time* I was 
with her when her mother died." 

"Poor, poor Adelaide," ^he said cm her 
return, "she was not permitted to see me. 
An old foreign lady with a most forbidding 
countenance, but a very courteous manner, came 
down to speak to me, and informed me in French 
that the Princess was very ill, and that she wad 
not in a fit state to see any one, assuring me 
that she was deeply sensible of my affection in 
coming to see her, and that it would have given 
her more pleasure to receive me than any other 
person. I begged to be allowed to sit down and 
write a note to the Princess, requesting that I 
might not detain the lady, who is, I find, an aunt 
of the late Prince. She remained, however, in 
the room ti^ my note was written, and promised 
to deliver it herself to 'Adelaide, and told me 
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that the Princess would not fail to write a reply, 
as soon as she felt herself equal to the exertion." 

More than a month however, passe# away, 
before anything was heard from iRavenstone. 
At length a letter came to Lady Mary ; it wass 
short but affectionate. The Princess expressed 
her gratitude, for all the kindness Lady Mary 
had ever shown to her, in warm terms. She 
spoke of her desolation of heart, but dwelt much 
upon the comfort she received from the doctrine 
of purgatory, and from having embraced a 
religion which did not forbid her praying for the 
soul of her husband. She announced her depar- 
ture from Ravenstone, for at least a year, and 
added, that by the time her letter reached 
Lady Mary, she should already have quitted the 
neighborhood. 

There was something mysterious about the 
way in which she alluded to the subject of her 
return, and the regret she expressed that during 
her future residence at Ravenstone, it would be 
out of her power to keep up that intercourse 
which she had so long desired might exist 
between the ladies of Deercourt and herself. 
But she did hope, she added, in conclusion, to 
see them again at Ravenstone. 

** As mysterious a production as I ever read," 
said the elder Lady Herondale, as she returned 
the letter to Lady Mary, who had given it to her 
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to xead. '^Wliat does poor Adelaide mean, 
unless mdeed she is going to turn Ravenstone 
into a convent, and take the veil there ?" 

**Not quite impossible/! confess,'' said Lady 
Mary, '*but time will enable us to understand 
her meaning. Her maid Fraser, the only Pro- 
testant servant she had about her, has been hero 
this morning, and she w£ls iq a state of great 
grief. The poor woman has been, as you know, 
with AdeUide from her birth, but she was dis- 
charged a few days ago. Adelaide has settled 
on her a very handsome annuity, but the good 
creature is almost inconsolable, and seemed 
to care nothing about the money. She was 
discharged so suddenly, she says, that she had 
scarcely recovered from her surprise. SHe 
entreated, but in vain, to be allowed to remain 
near her mistress. Indeed, she was not permit- 
ted to see her again after Adelaide had taken 
leave of her, though she went back to Raven- 
stone yesterday, and entreated with tears to see 
her mistress, if only for a few minutes. She saw 
only the same old Italian lady who received me, 
who was, as she says, inexorable* Adelaide, it 
seems, set off for a convent in Essex, this, inorn- 
ing, where she is to remain, during at least one 
year. She seems to he surrounded by her 
husband's relations, and by Romish priests« 
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who have, poor Fraser teUs roe, an unboun<ted 
injftuence over hen" 



More than a year and a half after the receipt 
of the foregoing letters, the Princess wrote again 
— ^two letters came, one to Lady Mary, and the 
other to Rose, Lady Mary was absent from 
Deercourt, she had been called to London, to 
attend the sick bed of her son, and had taken 
her eldest daughter with her* Mr. Grandison 
had been attacked with cold and fever, and 
when the news of his illness reached Deercourt, 
his life appeared to be in danger ; but a few 
days after Lady Mary's arrival in London, hi» 
disorder had taken a favorable turn. He was 
then convalescent, but had been ordered. by his 
physician to go to Brighton for a month, and 
thither Lady Mary and Ehzabeth had accom- 
panied him. 

The letter from the Princess to Rose, was 
written in terms of warm affection, but it was 
a farewell letter. It announced the immediate 
intention of the writer to retire altogether from 
the world, by entering the convent which she 
had founded ; and it concluded by an earnest 
wish, the last, she said, she should ever make, 
that Rose would be present when she took the 
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CHAFTEE THE SIXTEENTH. 




SELL, w^lly" £^id Mr, Arden, as he 
walked into the library of Deer- 
court, where Lady Mary and her 
sister and daughters were sitting 
at work- "Folly seems to wear 
her cap and bells at Herondale, and to reign as 
lady of misrule among the party there." His 
face as he said this, wore an unusual sardonic 
expression. "Wilton has been calling at the 
Vicarage, to take leave of the good old Pastor, 
for he sets out for Rome next week, and he, it 
seems, is to be present at the theatrical follies of 
Herondale. I asked him to his great annoyance, 
if they had no part for him to play, and when 
he assured me that he was to be merely a 
spectator, I told him the fable of the lark who 
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was found among the sparrows in the farmer's 
field, and who shared their fate, from being 
caught in their company. Alas, birds of a 
feather flock together. And what do you think 
of that old goose, Colonel Rushton ? he is going 
to act and to take the part of a footman, while 
Lady Herondale appears as a pert chamber- 
maid. Julia too is to turn actress. I wonder 
whether my discreet and worldly-wise sister is 
standing like a hen disconsolate and distracted, 
because her duckling takes to the water, or 
whether she submits with her usually accom- 
modating graciousness, thinking it right not to 
make herself singular. My poor Geraldine ! I 
dread the effect of such society upon her. O 
that she might prove like a dove among the 
chattering throng, and unfold her wings and 
flee away into the wilderness of quiet Deercdiirt, 
and be at rest." 

"We expect her every moment," said Lady 
Mary. "Elizabeth and I drove to Herondale 
yesterday, and Geraldine asked me before them 
all if I would receive her for a few days. I 
wonder at her firmness, for she was assaulted 
by several of the party, but though her color 
came and went, as one shaft ailer another of 
raillery and ridicule was aimed at her, she stood 
* her ground ; and her purpose was not to be 
changed. Mrs. Rushton, its seems, whether 
20 
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of gothie aichitecture in this coimtzy. It had 
boon built partly on tbe model ^f King's CoQegjo 
chapel at Cambridge, and it was on tbe present 
oepation dreaaed out with aU the splendor of 
tfap Bomiab religion. Pictures and sculptore, 
and gilding, met tbe eye on every side. Priestpt 
monks, nuns, and white robed acolytes, thronged 
the galleries, and surrounded the gorgeous- idtar, 
which was laden widi massive golden plate. 
Behind tbe altar rose a large cross of black 
marble, oh which was suspended an image of 
our Lord, the si^e of life, in white marble, one 
of the finest works of modem sculpture. At 
that end of tbe chapel the light was so disposed^ 
that the pale and agonizing figure was thrown 
into strong relief of Ught and shade. Every 
other object was shrouded in a soft gloom, broken 
only by the pure light . of the tall wax tapers 
which stood in golden candlesticks upon the 
altay , which was hung with wreaths of the rarest 
and most beautiful flowers. 

The crowd that had assembled from all parts, 
were na longer able to obtain admittance^ \^hen 
the Herondale carriage drove up to the door of 
the chapetn^iaces had been reserved for their 
party, and for some other distinguished families 
of the neighborhood. The heat was intense, 
almost to sufibcation ; but Bose thought nothing 
of the heat. She sat in a state of silent entrance- 
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my Words will pass that, for I think it Is. 
necessary to bear my testimony in thel^e timeisJ, 
especially before young people like your Rose 
there, against such unchristian absiifditied. With 
regard to the theatrical entertaiumeiit at Herott- 
dale for instance, it does appear ta me to be a 
monstrous folly, not to call it worse, that the 
tenantry of Herondale, and ev^n some of the 
Brandon shopkeepers, should.be invited to make 
an audience to see yonr sister-in-law, a high 
born and high bred countess, come forth upon 
the stage as a pert simpering waiting-maid, and 
my brother-in-law, a fine tall Colonel of the line, 
appear before them dressed as a footman. And 
what I am now saying to your ladyship, is 
almost word for word what I wrote to your 
kindhearted brother. Lord Herondale, when he 
invited me to come and make one of the party/' 

" But is it not impossible," said Lady Mary, 
"to rebuke in a wrong spirit?" 

"Or in other words," he continued, "is not 
mine a wrong spirit? Does not your ladyship 
mean b say that ? I confess that these things 
make me angry and bilious. I love and honor 
the aristocracy of the land, 1 am jealous for their 
honor, and 1 am the more disappointed when 
they act like mountebanks. But where are the 
two young men, Grandison and Arthur, I have 
a message for the former, from Everard Max- 
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and again, -on the same spot there stood a dark 
and solemn Qgure. A broad white band was on 
ker forehead in the place oLthe rayen tresses, 
and the bands of diamonds. A crown of thams 
kad replaced the coronetof roses, and a coarse 
black garment of serge, the graceful robe of 
sating and thick folds of linen, the light and 
floating veiL A coffin was brought forth, and 
the new sister was laid in it, and a black pall 
spread over her. The young and titled Ade- 
laide was no longer, known on earth ; and she 
who rose from that coffin was henceforth only to 
~ be" recognised as Sister Beata. 

The effect of the ceremony upon the assem^ 
bled crowd, was, as might have been expected, 
deeply exciting. T^hey had watched with intense 
interest, the various scenes in this religious 
melodrama. Many were in tears, some groaned. 
Lady Herondale sobbed aloud. Rose was one 
of the few who sat perfectly motionleS^s, and 
an ignorant observer would have deemed her 
unmoved by what she had witnessed ; but the 
color had left her cheek, and her eyes gleamed 
with an unnatural brightness. On leaving the 
church, it happened that the rain fell in torrents ; 
and *though Rose and the rest of her party 
remained in the porch, having waited till the 
chapel was almost emptied, the rush of cold 
damp air, after the heat and excitement of the 
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chapel, was almost as injurious to some of them, 
as if they had been exposed to the pouring rain. 
Lord Herondale's servants were not to be found 
for some time, and when the carriage drew up* 
before the porch, Rose was trembling and 
shivering with cold. 

That evening, when sitting in the library 
with her Grandmother, just before dinner was, 
announced, and while replying to the various 
questions which were put to her about the 
ceremony, Rose suddenly fainted away, and a 
considerable time elapsed before any signs of. 
returning life or animation appeared. She wsus 
instantly on her recovery, taken to her room, 
and her aunt prevailed on her to go to bed. But 
she lay all night in a state of sleepless excite- 
ment, and Lady Grace found her the next 
morning in a high fever. The medical man 
who attended the family, was sent for, and in a 
few days his lovely patient appeared to be 
almost restored to her former health. A surprise, 
which gratified her extremely, awaited her on 
her return to their litde family circle. A 
picture of rare value and beauty, the Correggio 
of whifch the Princess had spoken in such high 
terms, and which Rose had admired more than 
any in the fine collection of Ravens tone, had 
been sent to her by her former friend as her last 
gift. But Rose forgot the picture fbr a time, 



^ f_ 



944 LADT MARY J 

when a letter from her inother was brought iq 
while she was still cohtemplatmg }i6x BiIBW 
possessioa with all the admiration of lier^^athu-. 
siastic mind. Her mother's letter was fbU of 
ibe most tender affection, 

"Oh, how like my own mother are these 
kind sweet words," she exclaimed, the '.iwrs 
filling her eyes as she spoke. "I havef,1t>een 
dreading her displeasure, and I am now surfe 
she did not like my going to Ravenstone, but 
she only speaks in sorrow. There is not a sha4e 
r>f displeasure, not one reproach in this deiSu: 
letter } and she comes home to-morrow. Oh, I 
am quite sure that I shall never run the risk of 
causing her to be displeased with me again. 
And I am much more sorry for having done so 
now^, than I should .have been had her letter 
l^een filled with harsh and angry words." 

"My dear child," said Lady Grace, who 
had been gazing upon her with anxious looks, 
**l am not at all satisfied with your appearance^ 
I am sure you are not yet well." 

"Indeed I am," replied Rose, "I have no 
ptdn of any kind, only I feel of course a little 
weak ; and I dare say, I look just now worse 
than I am, for this delightful letter has quite 
overcome me." 

Lady Grace persuaded herself that her 
misgivings were groundless and that Ae letter 
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alone had beeo the cause of Rose*^ pallid 
appearance. 

Lady Maiy arrived on the following day, 
and Rose, who had boen watching in the hall 
for her coming, and who at length saw the great 
gates thrown open and the carriage drive into 
the court yard, was standing in the door way, 
and uttered a cry of joy when she saw heir 
mother's face. She sprang forward ahrf threw 
herself into her mother's arms. Lady Mary's 
heart had sunk within her at the first glimpse 
which she caught of her beloved child. Her 
beautiful and blooming health, how could it 
have left her in so short a time ? — but so it was. 
The color was still on her cheek, it still came 
and went with every changing emotion, but its 
sofi and rose-like freshness was gone, and the 
hectic flush that glowed in its place, was suc- 
ceeded by a transparent and fearful paleness* 
When she did raise her deep blue eyes, they 
seemed dilated and enlarged, and gave an 
unusual expression to her countenance, but they 
were now seldom raised from beneath their 
heavy and darkly fringed lids ; and a langu<H^, 
such as her mother had never seen before, seemed 
at times to creep over her whde frame: wl^ile 
her manner had assumed a slight air o£ distrac- 
tion, which also made h&r still more nniito h$T 
farmer selK 
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In tbis state she continaed fpr several weekg^ 
apmetiines regaining much of her former health 
l^id cheerfulness, and then again relapsing, and 
liwakeniiig ^ose fears in her mother's bosom 
^luch she bad, at those times, almost succeeded 
ia persuading herself were groundless- Hose 
irepeatedly asgured her mother that she felt no 
pain, 4^at i^he had nothing to complain of, but a 
little languor, "which I always shake off, dear 
mama,^ she added on one occasion, '*for I am 
determined not to yield to it. You see I have 
put on this large straw hat, and this long skirt, 
and Herbert has ordered my poney to the door, 
and we are going to ride together through some 
of our favorite glades in the park. I promise 
you not to go further, and not to fatigue myself 
in any way. Dr. Barton says that gentle horse- 
exercise is better for me than any other." 

"If you will teU me where I may fitid you 
in half an hour," said Lady Mary, "I will bring 
your aunt and sister to join you there, for the 
day is so delightful, that I feel quite a prisoner 
in the house, and you are right in making the 
most of such lovely weather." 

They went out at the time appointed, and 

Rose saw them at a distance, and came at a 

gentle canter to meet them, laughing as she rode 

. along, her dark curling hair blowing about in the 

light breeze, and her former rich color glowing 
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in her cheek and lips. It was the beginning of 
autumn, one of the sweetest seasons in' our 
English climate ; and Lady Mary began to be 
full of hope that the mysterious illness of her dear 
child had quite passed away, But one morning, 
before she was dressed^ Rose came to her 
mother's room, looking very palfe. 

"Though I know your anxiety, dear mama," 
she said, "and it distresses me more than I can 
express, to revive it, it would be wrong in me to 
hide from you that I do not feel so well to-day 
as 1 have lately done. I have been suflfering all 
night from an unusual weight on my chest. I 
am now better. But the way in which I have 
been relieved has alarmed me. I have thrown 
up a httle blood. Don't look so very wretched, 
dear mama," she added, tenderly pressing her 
cheek to her mother's, and then laying her head 
on her mother's shoulder, and looking up with 
a smile of deep afiection in her mother's face. 
"It does me good, even to look at you, and I 
should like to come, as you proposed yesterday, 
and sleep in your dressing-room, just as I did 
when I was a litde child,, and have you always 
near me. I don't think there is any thing very 
alarming about my case : and 1 now feel a great 
deal better." 

Lady Mary endeavored to smile, and to 
conceal her emotion, and she was so well 
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ii^boiAifiid by siM^discipline, thkt -6hiA mcceedmd 
kt x^oVering much of her usual calm self- 
ftadesskin; but from that morning, all b<»pei of 
teft^cliikl's recovery died iji her heart. 

I>t, Barton was sent for, as vrell *as another 
{itiysician^ who sometimes attended the fknailj. 
at Herondale, and after a long eonsultation, they 
vf^e ©habled to assure the anxious toother that 
iSl^ caeie was not altogether hopeless, that nil 
imtnedid^te danger was over, and that only otje 
tf the smaller blood vessels had been broken. 
They irecommended quiet, and after her strength 
^as a little regained, a removal to a warmer 
cliBttate- 

When the medical men were gone^ Lady 
Mkty felt that it was necessary for her to geek 
Ih^ privacy of her own chamber, that she might 
fortify herself, and if possible, regain her in^-'ard 
dOcapdsure, and still ke^p up the outward 
appearance of it. She left Rose sleeping quietly 
on ^ sofa, with her sister and her aunt sitting 
bieside her, and she went up to her own rooni> 
kicked the door and opened that book in which 
she knew that her heavenly Father would speak 
to her, and teach her both to know and do His 
will. She knelt down and commended her child 
and herself to His good and gracious care. She 
felt tbAt she had come to make herself thoroughly 
filcqtiailited with her gri^f, and to brsui^ attd 
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discipline her Spirit by prayer for divine 
strength, in order that she might meet her trial 
bravely, and yet with all the meek and unques- 
tioning faith of a loving child. 

ThQ first words which rose from her heait 
were, "Not my will, but Thy will be done.'* 
And after she had prayed and wept, even in an 
agony of grief, and prayed again, and turned, 
yet not in vain, though at first with choking sobs 
and broken words^ to bless and thank and praise 
her grg,cious Father and her God ; she rose from 
her knees, and sat down calmed in spirit and 
clear in the spirit of her mind to survey her 
coming trial in all its bearings and to its utmost 
extent. She set herself to the trying task of 
preparing herself, if it should be her Fathers' 
will, to give up from that moment the child who 
was so inexpressibly dear to her, to offer to Him, 
with an adoring and perfect confidence in His 
love, the sacrifice which He required — ^to bmd 
the sacrifice with the strong cords of her faith 
even to the horns of the altar. She felt indeed, 
that the time was come when she must stead- 
fastly determine to turn away her thoughts from 
the contemplation of all second causes, with 
their perplexities of human hopes^nd fears, and 
to fix her whole soul upon the first great cause 
— upcn Him and Him alone whose compassions 
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fia tmf tad whose wcn-d of strdiig alsum^d 
8'#Mtly wliispered in ber heart that not a spaiy 
jtfii' faHeth to the ground without odr Father 
Perhaps it is now— perhaps it is thWs« dhe fiiHl 
tb hersisif, that He to' whom alone I diE^sire to 
loclkf is beginning to answer my prayer— ^atid i^ 
thdu^t of that night when in the same rootd dhe 
bad* prayed so fervently that He Wo^ gr»- 
cfotisly bring her child to Himself, by what eVer 
nieto^ Re might think fit to use ; and so she 
ei^eavoi^ed to recognize His hand in the cloud 
Which was already gathering darkly over • her 
path. Her tears flowed again, but they bad 
beeni sweetened at their source, and her sorrow 
seemed to lose its bitterness as they flowed. 
And now she turned entirely to the word^of God. 
She knew where to look in that rich pasture fbt 
the medicinal herbs her spirit needed, and she 
drank deep of the living water, which the Holy 
djritit enabled her to find, according to His 
prbmide who has said to all who know thje gift 
of God, "Ask and it shall be given you, and 
shaH be ih you a well of water springing up into 
everlasting life." ^ 

It is thus the pilgrim through this weary 
wilderness follows the good Shepherd, and seeks 
atid finds, What to the worldly may seem but 
Simple fitte, while those who are led by that 
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Shepherd, know from their own blessed experi- 
ence, that there is no real refreshment for the 
immortal spirit but in the green pastures, and 
beside the still waters, where tie causes His 
flock to rest at noon. 



JLAlkY JNLARYl 



CHAPTER THE EIGHTEENTH. 




T was well for Lady Mary that 
she had sought to prepare her- 
self for the trial that awaited 
i' her, not only by making herself 
acquainted with her grief, but 
by drawing nearer to, and seeking a closer 
acquaintance with her God. She had obeyed 
the divine precept, "Commune with your own 
heart, and in your chamber, and be still." And 
He who said to the winds and to the sea, 
**Peacej be edll," who had also spoken peace 
to the troubled hearts of His chosen disciples, 
when they were gathered together in the stillness 
and gloom of that chamber where they were 
awembled after His crucifixion. He had come 
also to this perplexed and sorrowful disciple as 
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she sat in her chamber. She had enteored it 
with a fearful and agonized spirit, she came 
forth endued with new strength, fortified widi 
faith, and cahned by that peace which is the 
. fruit of faith, to take her place and fulfil her 
appointed calling among the . members of her 
now afflicted household. 

It was soon too evident to all that the illness 
of Rose had assumed a most alarming character. 
Her doctors, when they next came, strongly 
urged her speedy removal to a warmer climate 
before the winter set in, but Rose herself 
entreated that she might be allowed to remain 
at Deercourt, and assured her mother that she 
felt quite unequal to the journey. 

<*If I am to die, dear mother," she said, *'let 
me die here, and not among strangers in a strange 
land. The weather is still delightful, and if we 
have a mild winter, this house is so sheltered 
from the cold winds, that your poor fading 
flower may live longer here than if transplant- 
ed to another soil. Of one thing- 1 am quite 
sure," she added, "that^if the mind has much 
to do with bodily health, my mind will be calmer 
and my spirits lighter here, than in any other 
place." 

But in a few days all thoughts of her removal 
were at an end. She sunk so rapidly, and 
became so fearfully weak, that every one rejo'ced 
.22 
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ihftt no effort had been made ti> attemfit tibe 
proposed journey. 

Such, it is well known, is the characttMr tjf 
the disease under which Rose -was sinking fed ah 
early grave, that its victim is usually the last to 
be aware of her danger; and this was th^ ieade 
with Rose, though at the commencement of her 
fi^btack, she herself had sometimes spoken of 
dying. Lady Mary was scarcely s^ware how 
severe a trial it would be to her to prepare her 
ehitd for the change which so soon awaited bet ; 
still she saw that if she spoke at all there W2ts 
l» time to be' lost, or the poor girl might be 
Mddenly taken away^ unawakened to a sens€ of 
ber spiritual danger, and unptepared to meet 
%er XJod. Agonizing as the task was to her, she 
(felt that no one was so well fitted as herself to 
fidfil it. No one understood jftose so well as she 
did ; no one could soothe and comfort her with 
istidh tenderness and affection as her own mother. 
With all the christian faithfulness of a true 
friend, and with all the sympathy of a devoted 
mother, she made Rdse thoroughly acquainted 
with her state, and spoke to her of death and 
judgment, and . bf the only way by which the 
sting of death can be disarmed, and the terrors 
of judgment taken away. She expected that the 
shock would be great to- the dying girl, but she 
could not have anticipated how severdy it wb«M 
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6e felt by Hose ; yet even When she daW h^ 
child almost overwhelmed by th6 fear of deatbf 
and when her own heart was filled with anguish 
at the sight, she felt that she could not, would 
not regret having spoken the truth ; and she 
blessed God with a trembling but adoring faith, 
that He had given her the resolution and the 
strength to be faithful both Xo Him and to hdt 
child. 

Rose remained speechless for some time, ad 
if stunned by the blow : every tinge of color 
forsook her face, and she lay with her hands 
clasped and her eyes closed, regardless of eveiy 
thing, but of the one frightful fact, that she must 
die, that she was dying ! 

Her mother bent down over her, and laid 
her child's head upon her bosom, and tenderly 
took her pale thin hands within her own, and 
whispered soothing words of consolation. She 
told her of that gracious Saviour who came to 
His disciples in the gloom of night, walking 
upon the troubled sea on which they were tossed, 
and speaking those comforting words, **It is I—* 
be not afraid ! " She told her of the message 
brought to a disconsolate woman, "The master 
is come and calleth for thee :" and sweetly and 
almost cheerfully she bade her child to prepare 
and be ready, not to encounter the king of terrors, 
but to meet the King of glory. She repeated 
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to her the parable of the ten, virgins, pausing 
©very now and .then to make some gentle and 
encouraging application to her case ; and at last 
'flieteard began to stream from the eyes of the 
poor; heart-stricken girl, and the pressure of her 
mother's hand was returned. 

; "Kiss me, dear mother," she said, ".smd let 
me look in your face, while I speak to you, of 
the thoughts which are now passing in my 'mind. 
Yes, I have spoken of death," she murmured 
faintly, as if speaking to herself, "but I never 
really thought till now that I should die;" and 
then she raised her head and said solemnly, 
"Mama, I cannot tell you every thing that is in^ 
my heart. I cannot bear to speak of death. I 
cannot yet reconcile myself to the strange idea 
that I must die ! I cannot even yet form any idea 
of death, but what is associated with gloom and 
vacancy. The thought of entering upon another 
and unknown state, terrifies and overwhelms 
me. I have been so very happ}*- in this pleasant 
world ; so full of life, and my life has been so 
full of enjoyment. I have been so happy with 
the things which this earth has spread before 
me in rich profusion— so happy, without 'God," 
she added, in a lower deeper voice, and with k 
more thoughtful expression. "Alas, alas, so 
very happy, that I cannot bear to go away and 
to leave all. And yet," she added, after a short 
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pnse, <<all that the world has given 1116 <)f 
enjoyment — all its pleasures and its interest*-^ 
O ! how gladly would I give up all, if I might 
but still be with you. This is the pang of pangs 
to me, this is the sting of death ! Every other 
dreadful reality seems nothing in comparison to 
this ! Oh, my dear, dear mother ! I cannot bear 
to be taken away from you. Yes, I will say all 
that is in my heart — I love you more than I 
love God ! The thought of being torn from you, 
drives me almost to distraction. And yet you 
tell me that I must die, that my time is perhaps 
frightfully short! O, cruel, cruel mother, can 
you love me and speak thus? Why not have 
spared me this dreadful shock ? why not have 
permitted me to pass away, in happy igno- 
rance?" 

"Because, my child," replied Lady Mary, 
the large tears slowly trickling down her face, 
and the tones of her voice sinking to a deep and 
mournful tenderness, and her whole manner 
acquiring a calm and impressive solemnity, which 
seemed insensibly to communicate itself to the 
troubled spirit of her child ; "because I have 
learnt not to fear him that caii destroy the body, 
but to fear Him who can destroy both body and 
soul in hell — ^because I love your immortal sodl 
more than that perishable frame which cotitaillft 
it — because if we part, either you or I, unwashed 
22* 
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3 blood of Jesus Christ, impenitent, u^fbr- 
, and unsanctified by the Holy. Spirits- 
ly as we have loved one another on eartfa, 
jjl never vHieet in hegiven ; because,-! feel 
ect faith within- xhe, that my Saviour and 
:fod has sent this awful, this sudden dispen*- 
a in love both to you and to myself. I 
Wf I am quite confident that after this earth- 
ike His still small voice will be heard in 
ir inmost heart, and you will know that He 
iks to you in 4ove, a,s a Father speaking to 
child ; 1 know He will teach you to pray to 
a, and that He will hear your prayers and 
you grace ; I know that as one whom his 
iiier comforteth, so will He comfort you. 
"And now, my dear child," she added, 
ceiving with delight the sweet expression of 
)e and peace which was softly stealing over 
se's countenance, "now I must read to you 
; gracious words which Christ Jesus has 
ken for your comfort.'* She rose up, and 
r gently laying^ her child's head back upon 

pillow, and pressing her lips to her face and 

to her hands, she opened the Bible which lay 
upon the table near her, and she read the few 
first verses of the 14th chapter of St. John's 
Gospel, "Let not your heart be troubled: ye 
believe in God, believe also in me. In my 
Father's house are many mansions : if it were * 
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not SO, I would have t5ld you. I go to prepare 
a place for you. And if I go and prepare a place 
for you, I will come again, and receive you unto 
myself; that where I am, there ye may be also. 
And whither I go ye know, and the way ye 
know. Thomas saith unto him, Lbrd, we know 
not whither thou goest : and how can we know 
the way ? Jesus saith unto him, I am the way, 
and the truth, and the life : no man cometh unto 
the Father but by me." 

She made not a single remark upon the 
inspired words. She left them to sink into the 
heart of her child; but afterwards she knelt 
down, and in a few simple words of prayer she 
implored her heavenly Father to send the Holy 
Spirit from above, that he might make the 
words of His Son, living and abiding words, 
in the heart of her dying child. 



From the birth of Rose, she had been pecu- 
liarly the child of prayer and faith ; and those 
prayers, those earnest, anxious, and unceasing' 
prayers, which her mother had never doubted, 
were heard on high, even from the first moment 
when they had been offered, were at. length 
evidently, and fully answered. She had long 
waited, meekly and patiently, for the aq^wer. 
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iKfhxiih she felt assured would, in His good timer, 
be Jttttirned to her. She had endeavored to dOfVB^ 
Ae se^d of the -^ord of Kfe in the heart of Rbse i 
iike h^ wept, she had waited, but up tb tha 
tiikietiie seed had seemed to tie dormant in att 
imkindty soil. But now the rejoicing mothtf 
was permitted to realize that beautiful scripture, 
•* He that goeth on his way weeping, Sind beareid^ 
fbrth good seed» shslll doubtless come again with 
joy, and bring his sheaves with him.'* Her 
faith had been sorely tried, and her trial had 
been long r no one but herself had been deeply 
and thoroughly acquainted with Rosens real 
state. Lady Mary alone, who had left no way 
untried, had been able to appreqiate the power 
of that resistance which is so natural to the 
human heart, that resistance which had proveH 
too strong for all the means of grace, which 
grace, and grace alone, could overcome. But 
grace had at last been given, given with severe 
but wholesome chastening, and had made its 
means effective. 

Rose had seemed at times to her mother, 
almost as one who had no soul. Rose was gifl-*- 
ed in every way, with genius, with imagination, 
with taste, with exquisite beauty of person, with 
an innate grace, which seemed to breathe in 
every expression of her exquisitely beautiful 
eountienance, and to modulate every tone of her 
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deljghtful voice, aud every gesture of ber.^ylpb 
like figure. She was raised above the dmpty 
follies of the worldly ; all her pursuits were those 
of a noble, refined, and highly intellectual person. 
Her temper wa3 peculiarly gentle, her heart 
full of grateful affection, especially to those who 
loved her; and above all, she was a perfectly 
simple genuine character, . without a feeling of 
vanity, or a thought of display. But it was too 
evident to the spiritual mind of her mother, that 
the divine flame of love to Him who had be- 
stowed upon her such rare, endowments, had 
never been kindled in her breast. She had been 
dead- to spiritual things, neither the light nor the 
warmth of spiritual life had yet stirred within 
her bosom. She seemed to Jiave reached- the 
highest possible perfection of an unspiritualized 
being— but she lived for herself— for those whom 
she loved — ^indeed, for every one, and every 
thing, but God ! 

The change which God wrought, was now 
most temarkable. We speak not of its gradual 
developement ; we dwell not on the unwearied 
patience, and the tender assiduity with which 
the anxious mother, or her daughter Elizabeth, 
or the good old pastor, who had knowa and loved 
hex from her childhood, took their stations 
alternately in the quiet chamber of the sick girl, 
with the open Bible, and earnest prayer. " The 
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lig^t of life" had shone intx) the heart of Ro^, 
and all its glocmi was dispelled, and the shsidows 
dr death, which had at first appeared so Rightful 
\b heVf had passed quite away, and left her a 
bappy and rejoicing believer. The frame-work 
of the mortal edificfe was indeed gradually' 
dissolving, and falling into ruins, but that clesb: 
and heavenly light — ^thelighf of her Saviour's 
presence— had fixed its eternal sunshine there. 

"At last, my own dearest mother," she said, 
"I understand something of the nature of divine 
love ; and loving you. Oh, how much more than 
I have ever done — I can gladden your heart, 
and tell you that I love my Saviour even more 
than I love you ! Yes I can leave you ahnost 
widiout a sigh, almost without a tear ; and if 
some natural tears should still linger on nay 
cheek, the time is at hand, when 'God will 
wipe away ail tears from our eyes.' " 



"Oh, mama," said Rose, on one occasion, 
after she had been lying with -her whole loving 
heart looking through her deep earnest eyes 
upon her mother, who was reading to her, and 
speaking to her of her Saviour's excruciating 
sufferings, of His matchless love and tenderness, 
His kind and most gracious invitations — "Oh, 
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mama, I must not hide from you, to whom I tell 
every thought and feeling of my heart— I must 
not hide from you, that whea I saw poor Ade- 
laide, in the midst of all the pomp and gorgeous 
display of that magnificent chapel, come forth 
in the coarse plain garment of a nun ; her proud 
title, her high rank, her immense wealth, all 
renounced, when I saw her lay herself down in 
the very coflSn m which she will be buried when 
really dead, and the black" funeral pall thrown 
over her ; I thought that 1 saw, for the first time, 
the real renunciation of the world. Alas, I for- 
got, I quite overlooked the modest, and lovely 
example, which I have had before my eyes 
during the whole of my life, of one who has 
really and truly, with her whole heart and soul, 
renounced the world — who has simply and strictly 
carried out into her life, the commandment 
implied in that prayer of bur blessed Saviour 
for his people, of which you were speaking 
to me yesterday, ' I pray not that Thou shouldest 
take them out of the world, but that Thou should- 
est keep them from the evil that is in the world.* 
I have had ever before me, in you, and in my 
sweet sister, my own Elizabeth, the loveliest 
examples to study and to imitate. I have seen 
you and I have seen her at all times, gentle as 
an angel, but firm as a rock ; forgetful of self — 
yes, self-denying in every way ; kind, forgiving, 
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tpfrb€0mg9 -swieet teB9|>er6d towordfl evciy 
-««>atfd>Qastful i^nd uppreiteiading^Wiimiiig witfa*^ 
QHt tiie. wordy where you could not win hjtha 
WSf^; and at tfae same time, always mncoGO^ 
pi^piisaig . in prineiple, and just, and true in 
eviery word oxkd in every actipn. But, I was Wi» 
tbose two disciple, who went away from Jeru«- 
salem and whose eyes were faolden. I saw obf; 
Christ ii^ypu, as I ought to have' done and as I 
inight have done, if I* had prayed from my heart 
for the Holy Spirit to ancMUt my eyes as He has 
now graciously done, that I might see." 

"No -Elizabisth," she said at another time, 
whei^ her sister had been speaking to her of her 
fitvorite accomplishments, "I do not wish to 
see, or even to think of my pictures, my poetry, 
my books, or any of my past vain distractions, 
for such they have been to me. Let roe not see 
them, let me not hear of them again. I was 
going to say destroy them all— but no, look at 
them, Elizabeth, show them to our dear friend 
Geraldine ; and if ever she is tempted to return 
to the world, tell her to take warning by me ; 
and then tell her how little I value them now : 
and tell her, for I shall never see her below, 
what God hath wrought, and how I counted all 
these things but loss, for the excellenoy of the 
knowledge of Christ Jesus my Lord." 

'^But," she added, "music, why should I 
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not love music to the last ; and I might have 
loved poetryy and even painting, if I had only- 
kept these things in their proper place, and not 
loved them too well ; and if I had not, in the 
exercise of the gifts which God had given me, 
almost forgotten, the giver. But music, let that 
be sanctified, and I shall love to hear it to the 
last. Bring my harp, and play to me, and I will 
think of angels when they strike their golden 
harps before the throne of His mild glory, whom 
I love to praise ; and sing to me, Elizabeth, with 
your soft sweet voice, sing some of those lovely 
hymns full of the unction of the Holy Spirit, 
which, alas ! I confess to you, I once despised; 
Sing to me that hymn which rose so sweetly 
from my mother's lips last night." 

" Far fropa ib/^ world, Ob Lord, I flee, 

From strife and tomolt £ir, 
From scenes where Satan Wages still, 

His most successful war. 

The calm retreat, the silent shade, 

With prayer and praise agree : 
And seem by Thy swfeet bounty made 

For those who follow Thee. 

There, if Thy Spirit touch the soul. 

And grace her mean abode : 
Oh, with what peace, and joy, and loyo, 

She oonmiunes with her God. 

There like the nightingale she pours 
Her solitary lays : 
23 12 



Nor aiki. a witiiQM of hor toBg, 
Nor thinto for hmnan praiae. 

A)|tfaor, and Gnnrdian'of my lifo^ 
I Sweet aovrce of light diviho, 
And (iH hfirmontoaa names ip one) 
HjSanofca^ Thoa art flune ! 

What thankt I owe ^ee, and what Iot^, 

A boiin41eu» oodleM store 
Shall echo through the realms aboTO, 

When time shall he no more." 



"You think then," she said on another pcc^- 
aion, after they had been speaking of Adelaide, 
"that she could not cpme to see me even if she 
would. I obeyed her last call, yes, at the risk 
of your displeasure, dear mama. But what 
must that religion be, which forbids. a friend 
unless with a dispensation from the Pope — ^fbr 
such you tell me are the strict rules of the order 
to which she belongs — ^to come and say farewell 
for ever on earth, to a poor dying creature, who 
longs to see her oncp more— to see her, for I 
would speak to her, as one about to meet my 
Grod, of the errors of that unseriptural religion 
she has embraced, and by whose ministers she 
is so blindly led. Well, I can pray for her and 
I do— for I have always loved her — and no 
instrumentality that we can use is so powerful as 
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prayer. And you will pray, still pray, mama, 
when I am gone ; promise me to pray for her. 
The eflfectual fervent "prayer of one Jike yotij 
must prevail, through Him in whose name alone 
you pray. You never ceased praying for me, 
and God has answered your prayers." 

Thus had this highly gifted and accomplished 
creature become as humble ai^ a litde child: 

Once, and only once, during the latter part 
of her illness Rose wept in sorrow. It was when 
a letter came from Geraldine, announcing the 
death of her sister Julia, the amiable and beau- 
tiful Lady Lyndon. She had' died suddenly, on 
reaching home from a grand entertainment at 

D House, to which she had persisted in 

going, when scarcely recovered from a dangerouB 
illness. Her death had been awfully sudden. 
Geraldine had sat up late watching for her 
return home, having herself, it seemed, steadily 
kept to the decision she had made of not return- 
ing to the circles of dissipation. Geraldine 
described the scene as most distressing. The 
grief of her poor mother, who had accompanied 
Lady Lyndon, and who brought home her dying 
child, had been frightful. They almost feared 
that her senses would not return, for she had 
suddenly sunk from a state of frantic distraction 
into a stupor, and no means had -yet succeeded 
in restoring her to consciousneiis. 
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Geraldine mentioned a iriflmg circumstance 
which had affected her deeply. Their attention 
had been drawn entirely to her mother, after 
every expedient had been resorted to in vain for 
the recovery of her poor sister- When the 
inquest was held the next raornlng at an early 
hour, it was found that the flowers which Lady 
Lynden had worn in her hair had not been 
removed* The contrast, between the ghastUuess 
of death, and the bright and fragile flowers still 
clinging to the dishevelled ringlets, had sent a 
sickness^ to the heart of Geraldine, renxindlng 
her in the most striking manner, of the gay aad 
careless circles in which her light-hearted sUter . 
had so lately moved. 



The last portion of Scripture which her 
mother read to Rose, was the glorious descrip- 
tion of the heavenly city, of which she was so 
soon to become an inhabitant. Her mother spoke 
to her of the assemblage of every object which 
is bright and beautiful in the natural world, and 
which are there heaped together in such won- 
drous magnificence. She spoke of the founda- 
tions of precious stones, of the streets of gold, 
of the gates of pearl; "Every thing that is bnght 
and beautiful in the natural world," said Lady 
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l^Jary, "will be there ; every thing tiat i^ "glbrioiiS 
in the spiritual world will be there.'' The eyes 
of the dying girl were fixed upoA h^l* tnodiei: 
with an expression of intense rapture ;' in at 
low but distinct voice she added' but' a few 
words — they werfe the last sounds that prioceeded 
from her lips — and in that look, and iti. those 
words, she seemed to concentfat6 eVerjT thought 
and feeling of her heart, siuftmitig up the'gloriotrs 
blessings of that imnaortal state, with whati^as 
to her the heait of all its happiiiesd, and the 
crowning joy of all its blessedness, *^ And Christy" 
she said, "Christ will be there.'* 

. A shade seemed for a moment to pass over 
the lovely countenance of Rose ; it was the last 
shadow of death : it past away — ^her redeemed 
and happy spirit had entered the paradise of die 
blest, but a smile of exquisite sweetness lingered 
on the now lifeless features, and spoke of die 
perfect peace of her who had departed. 

Lady Mary stood alone in the chamber 
where she had watched during many an anxious 
hour, by the bedside of her dying child. How 
changed was the appearance of that chamber ! 
A coffin stood raised on its tressels ih the middle 
of the room, and her eyes were fixed upon: thfe 
pale form which lay in its last long sleep within 
its narrow confines, like ^ statue of pur^ 
alabaster, beautiful in death. The short span 
23* 



mortal life of Jier sweet Rose was ended 

had parted for. ever on earth p And yet, 

*atanding her deep anguish of spirit, and 

ars which fell fast from her eyes; her 

OS faith, and the assurance of her child's 

1 safety, filled her whole heart, and spread 

m over her countenance. She bent down 

sad with looks of intense affection, over the 

xaqe of eJtquisite loveliness — over the slight 

, stiU 30 graceful, upon which her tears 

^ed unheeded. She laid her cheek to the 

eojd cheek of her dead child ; she kissed 

a and again, the calm white forehead, and 

blue-veined lids of those once expressive 

, blue as the deep blue violets, which lay 

©red over the corpse : she kissed the lovely 

A Is and the snowy feet. For some time she 

«[e not* She could only stand in deep aV 

^t-. acted thought. 

The time passed, and still she stood there. 
The time-piece stn;^ck the hour, but she h^ard 
it not ; it struck again, but she was still standings 
there, heedless of the passing time. 

At length she found words, and her first 
words w(Bre, "It is well. He hath done alj things 
weU/^ She looked down again upon the lifeless 
body, and again her tears flowed fast. "Oh, if 
there was 9. creatute in the world," she said, 
**that I loy^d nbov^aU others, yes, even above, 
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far above my other children, perhaps fh)m the 
intense anxiety which- 1 have always felt about 
hel-, it was this child. From her birth, nay even 
before her birth, I have regarded her wiA 
inexpressible tenderness and anxiety. Sh6 was 
conceived and bom in sorrow, and I said of her 
while my heart was only filled with sorrow, not 
then sweeteend by faith, she shall be called 
Mara, for bitter is the lot of the mother and the 
child. 

" And if I loved her above all others, surely 
her love for me was passing the love of other 
children to their mother. Alas, alas, she once 
loved me more than God, more than the Saviour 
who died for her. Her very afiection for me has 
filled my heart with dismay. No, I cannot, I do 
not murmur, I would not have her back. She 
is safe, quite safe ; my every anxiety about her 
is ended ; no evil from within or from without, 
can affect her now. She can be no longer drawn 
aside by every sudden impulse of her impressi- 
ble mlad ; no longer ensnared hiy the enchant- 
ment of her intellectual pursuits, nor carried 
away by that soaring imagination which bore 
her on its outspread wings far above her fellows, 
but never brought her to her God. 

" Whom He loveth -He chasteneth, and I 
know that all this is sent in love, but nothing 
short of a strong faith can comprehend this love. 
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igblt how very daA it all appears;*^- ste 

U clasping her forehead with her haods. 

the natural heart must grieve, for dbe 

(irt come back to me, but a voice speaks to 

>iil heaven, and softly whispers in myesr^ 

shall go to her. A few, short years ahd tve 

ineet again — ^meet where there sire no paj;t- 

i,nd no death. ; Eternal peace will be dterd 

3 will, be there-^all, all I love^ will be there 

d Christ ! yes, as she sweetly whisp^red^ 

Lbing in those words the best assurance to 

ireaking heart, Ghrist will be there; and 

,hen my path must still be through the w3- 

msSf a stranger and a pilgrim, passing dn- 

i-— perplexed, but not dismayed ; sorrowf^^ 

always rejoicing ; in the world, but blessed 

m is name for ever, not, oh, not of the world.V 

T'.v I'he mother followed to the grave the body 

g^jber gentle Rose. A tablet of white marbl^on 

the wall of the old church of Deercourt, marked 

H^ spot where, on the southern side of the green 

churchyard, and under the venerable waUs, her 

}^t remains were laid. The inscription upon 

i^t tablet was very simple. 

ROSE GRANDISON 

I DIED OCTOBER 29, 1844, 

.^^ AG£D NINET£EN. TXARS^ 

^ "^THXP » TH« VICTORY THAT OVBSCOMBTH THE WOBLDf MVEH 
"^ '•- ■ OUB'VAXtR."— liOHN V.4. • . i - 



t 
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Lady Mary returned to her despoiled Home^ 
its brightest ornament was gone, but she retumeiJ"- 
resolute to fulfil the duties of her appointed lot. 
Again shie took her place in her family circle, 
with the same calm cheerful look, the same kind- 
words as before — the spring and centre of the 
whole godly household. They wondered at 
her composure and her strength ; perhaps they 
thought that her faith was too strong, her spirit 
too highly raised above the common grief of 
human nature, for her to feel as others felt, or 
grieve as others grieved. 

Did not this bereaved mother grieve ? She 
did indeed. No one knew, but her God and 
herself, with what a sickening heart she often 
turned away from the unnumbered objects and 
incidents that reminded her of the sweet affec- 
tionate child, the bright arid loving creature who 
had been taken from her, and who had never 
been separated from her mother but for a short 
time on the two above-mentioned occasions. 
There was now a void in her heart which no 
earthly object could fill, a wound which never 
could be healed on earth. How often did she 
wish to lay hei* weary head upon the grassy hil- 
lock which covered the mortal remains of her 
loveliest Rose. How often, with strivings of 
strong faith, did she combat her human weak 
ness, and come down from the chamber where 

12* 
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sbe had wept and groaned in. tbe agony of fcer 
spirit, and the wrestUngs of her prayers^ writh 
an angelic smile upon her catm sweet coimt&f 
nance. And when she looked ujpjcm her oUw? 
children, and upon her now pious mothipr mil 
sister, she strove to forget her selfish sorrow* fitf 
such she deemed it, for their sakes. 

Lady Mary was still a happy mother* hsupj^ 
in the assurance that one of her beloved ohildrejlt 
the ot^e for whom her anxiety had been th^ 
greatest, was safe in the fdd of ihje good 
Shepherd — ^happy in the two who were still 
spared to her. Her son was fulfilling all her 
dearest wishes, commanding the respect and the 
adiQ^iration of 9II who knew him, speaking in 
the Senate of his country as became a Christian 
statesman anxious to promote the good of his 
fellow countrymen, but making it evident to all 
that the glory of God, and the honor due to His 
name, was the chief desire of his heart. Eliza- 
beth, the gentle, retiring Elizabeth, was morei 
affectionate and devoted to her than ever, and 
her character seemed to develope itself in various 
ways, which even her approving mother had 
not till then suspected it to be capable of. And 
Lady Grace, by the pure and spiritual tone of 
her mind, and the gende sweetness of h^man^ 
ners, bad become the delight of the whole house-^ 
hold. M^ny of those qualities which Lady Mary 
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thought had departed with Rose, seemed to be 
revived in this once cold-hearted and selfish 
votary of the world. 

No one could sympathise so deeply with her 
sister as Lady Grace, and her sympathy was 
full of an exalted admiration for the spirit of 
noble endurance with which Lady' Mary seemed 
to rise superior to her grief. Lady Grace could 
but contrast her own selfish sorrows, when she 
had been deprived of her children, with the calm 
and uncomplaining spirit of her admirable sister. 
She saw in Lady Mary how the Christian 
grieves, and though the death of Rose opened 
afresh the wounds of her own heart, the example 
of her sister seemed to pour balm into those 
wounds, and heal them again. 

There was one for whom Lady Mary felt the 
tenderest sympathy, one who like herself had 
keenly suffered for the loss of a beloved child. 
The first letter that she wrote after the death of 
Rose was to Mrs. Rushton, entreating her to 
come to Deercourt, and assuring her that her 
own grief would be lessened if she could be 
enabled in any manner to soothe and share her 
sorrow. The invitation was gratefully accepted , 
and Geraldine wrote that the first syile she had 
seen on her mother's lips was when she received 
the letter which brought the invitation from Lady 
Mary. 



And tiow I would saj to that rieader, i^lio it 
of the world, and who still intends to continue 
so; give this subject j^our quiet serious consid- 
eration. And while you do so — and perhaps 
you are about to do so for the first time — believe 
me when I tell you tbut I have long and deeply 
considered it. I offer you the fruit of my own 
experience in the form of a narrative, but my 
story is merely the vehide in which I wish to 
set before you the lovediness of that character, 
and the hapginess of that hfe, which is not of the 
world- You may suppose that you have been. 
merely reading a fiction* My portraits are^ with 
scarcely an exception^ true- For instance, I do 
not say that there is a Lady Mary whose personal 
history I have given you under nnother name, 
but there are more than one or two individuals 
whose characters I have brought before you 
under the name of Lady Mary. I do not say, 
either, that there is a place where the actual 
circumstances have occurred which I have related 
as occurring at Deercourt, &c. but those circum- 
stances, with scarcely an exception, have occurred 
elsewhere. In this sense you have not been 
reading a fiction. T have spoken of that which 
I'have kno\\^, and testified of that which I have 
stien. I have given you true accounts divested 
of personalities. And believe me I write in 
earnest. I have been long awake to the sad 
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inconsistency of a Christian name and a Worldly- 
life. Nothing can be more common, nay, the fact 
has become^ so common that most people have 
settled themselves down as under an unavoida- 
ble necessity, to which theiy are accustomed to 
submit — as if it were useless to attempt to 
change the existing state of society — unwilling 
to disturb others, and perhaps disliking to b^ 
disturbed themselves. The writer who is bold 
enough to remonstrate with theni is instantly set 
down as an enthusiast, and as belonging to a 
party who carry their notions to an absurd 
extreme, and take upon themselves to censure all 
who differ from them. But let us ask ourselves 
how w$ should live if our blessed Lord were 
still on earth, sitting with us at our tables, 
gracing with His presence the rbarriage feast, 
or the social circle, warning us of the fate of 
one who was clothed in fine linen and fared 
sumptuously every day, while the poor and 
friendless died of hunger, at his very gate ; and 
telling us with all plainness of speech, that when 
He shall come in His glory He will demand of 
His followers what they hstve done unto Him, 
ill feeding the hungry, clothing the naked, and 
visiting the sick and the afliicted ? - And can any 
one be so misguided as to deem that course, 
which is alone consistent with the profession of 
a follower of Jesus Christ, the course of a party 
24 
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Bat our Lord, though unseen, is* still with teuu 
He has told us this, '<Lo, I am with you alwaySi 
even to the end of the world." We are expected 
by Hiin to live as if always mindful of His 
unseen presence. The true disciple of ChrUA- 
prefesses to do this, and Christian society i» 
then only in a healthy state when its memberis 
live a holy, useful, happy life. Surely the pro- 
fession and the practice of those who bear tbe 
name of Christ should be consistent. 

You call yourself a Christian, and yet defend 
conformity to the world. I call myself a Chris- 
tian, but I cannot agree with you oathis point. 
They who call themselves Christians, can have 
but one standard of appeal, and that is the word 
of God. Now what is the sense and spirit of the 
word of God on the subject of the world ? 

My kingdom, said Christ Jesus, is not of the 
world. All of His early followers lived as stran- 
gers in the world, and passed through it as 
pilgrims. . Again, one of His inspired Apostles 
tells us, that they that live in pleasure are dead 
while they live. And another Apostle declares 
that pure religion and undefiled before God, is to 
keep ourselves unspotted from the world. An- 
other writes thus, "Love not the world, neither 
the things that are in the world. If any maji 
love the world, the love of the Father is not in 
him ; for all that is in the world, the lust of the 
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flesbt and the lust of the eyes, and the pride of 
life, is not of the Father, but is of the world." 
And thus St. Paul writes, "Be not conformed 
to this worlds but be ye transformed by the 
renewing of your mind, that ye may prove what 
is that good, and acceptable, and perfect, will of 
God." Are we not then to endeavor to obey 
these plain commands, and to remember that 
the word of God, if received into the honest and 
good ground of a heart prepared by the Spirit of 
God to receive it, is fruitful there — ^that is, it 
will not be as that which fell among thorns, or 
in other words into a heart where it is choked 
with the cares and riches and .pleasures of this 
life, and brings no fruit to perfection. 

But let me refer again to the words of St. 
James, where he exhorts us to live a life unspot- 
ted from the world — unspotted — ^yesj mark that 
word as it stands plain before your eyes in the 
sacred page. You cannot change it — ^you cannot 
blot it out. Pure religion is to keep yourself 
unspotted from the world — ^the world then is 
plainly declared to be a defiling world — ^this is 
Grod's character of the world ; and yet you still 
love the world — ^you will be of the world. 

You that are members of our Church are 
solemnly pledged before Grod to renounce the 
world; the vow is upon you, and the special 
graco of God may be obtained by prayer to 
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enable you to fulfil yotir engagement, and to 
IfPAD vour vow. And the world as it now is,* is 
d I speak of. The world, in all ageSj id 
p iirect contrast to the Church of God. Db 

n r then that the words of the Apostle apply 
»»» to the heathen world, but be assured that* 
Illness in those who have the pure word t>f 
preached among them — ^worldliness in those 
to whom God has shown in His word what the 
world is without Him, worldliness in a nomi-« 
nally Christian world is worse than ungodliness 
and worldliness in a nominally heathen world. 
Men who live as heathens in a world of heathens, 
are far better than those who are the inhabitants 
of a Christian country, the people of a Christian 
community, the members of a Christian Church, 
but whose morality is shamed by the morality of 
many heathens, whose pleasures are" as corrupt 
and defiling as those of heathens and idolators. 

But you may tell me that I slander the 
world, because I do not know it. Alas ! I know- 
it well. I also have been of the world. Many 
years of my life I have passed in the society of 
the world, not of tire profligate, or the immoral, 
or the illiterate, or the vulgar, but the honorable, 
the intellectual, the refined. I have known and 
loved some of the loveliest and gentlest among 
those who might well be deemed the ornaments 
of worldly society ; persons who had a perfect 
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horror of every thing. that was degraded iiMhoral 
principle or impure in moral character; who 
were alike strangers to littleness of mind or 
depravitj of heart — ^who were as refined in taste 
as they were elegant in manners — gentlemen 
distinguished for a manly and noble simplicity 
— ^gentlewomen who were as modest as they 
were charming — ^persons who never having had 
the advantages of sound religious instruction 
from their childhood, yet put to shame by the 
lovely consistency of their lives too many whom 
I have since met with among those who professed 
to be strictly religious. 

It is with such persons that I have gone into 
the circles of the world and joined in worldly 
amusements. I have sat beside them at the 
opera and at the play-house. I have gone with 
them to the ball-room and to the race-course. I 
would be the last person to say one harsh word 
of disapprobation to any one who is of the world, 
and living in its pleasures. I was myself quite 
unconscious that the wOrd of God condemned 
such a life. And I am well aware that others 
may be altogether as unconscious as I was. My 
views were changed in a very simple way. Not 
by the opinions of my fellow men, but by quietly 
searching the word of Grod, and calmly condid<*> 
ering with prayer the mind of our blessed Lord 
on the subject. ' 

24* 
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Some may aay, why do you aUacfc m «ii 

Qts of outwaxd poBduot, w]by iiot b6g;itt witjk 

beart. Ttiis is what I desire tod^^r^^ bc^liii 

liie beait, but not to £aop tber^ ^^Im If 

light way, this is 6od> way. The |p>spel 

be axe laid to the -root of (be tree, it i^uiis 

fXk the tree from the root, at does not laaes^y 

p off the branches. 3ut when the tree fiiUs 

fgom the blow at the root, thep the branches faU 

with the tree — it is the axe laid to the branches, 

because it is the axe laid to the root. The braa* 

ebes cannot thrive if the tree is cut down from 

below them. Thus also to change the fruit we 

must change the tree, and make the tree good, 

in order that the fruit may be good. 

It is to your hearts I desire to speak. It is 
your hearts I would entreat you to keep ; for be 
that keeps his heart, keeps himself, his eyes, 
bis hands, and all his members. *^ Keep the 
heart with all diligence, for oat of it are the 
issues of life," is the command of y^our God. 

But as I can thus speak of the life of one 
who is of the world, so I can also speak of the 
happiness, the blessedness of the life of one who 
has come out of the world. I can testify that 
the pure and healthy pleasures of such a life 
have no sting — ^leave. no bitter dregs behiod 
tb0m* The more we taste of the pleasures of the 
world the more they pall upon the appetite, and 
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fiicken ^s as with a surfeit, if they dp nott by 
their uiisati^ing nature, disappoint and weary 
us. The wise man's word is true to the letteiu 
He had more of pleasures than other men, and 
after having banquette^ upon them, he left pot 
only this as his opinion and judgment upon them | 
*'A11 is vanity," but he added^ ''all is vexatic^ 
of spirit." 

Whom then, my reader, will you serve 1 Is 
one your master, even Christ ? In the ranks of 
which party will you be found ? 

The fkct is, that the two services are so 
utterly opposed the one to the other, that the 
world must either overcome us, or we must 
overcome the world. This is a fact which every 
man has a knowledge of in his own heart, and 
his way of life makes it evident to all observers. 

Still you are not to leave the world- You 
are to be in the world, but not of the world. 

Keep your place, then, in the world, but 
keep it as a child of God should keep it. Let 
every one see that it is possible to be as indus- 
trious, as indefatigable, as unwearied as the 
most worldly man ; but, at the same time, single 
in eye, stedfast in purpose, inflexible in integrity, 
pure in morality, gentle, forgiving, and forbearing 
in temper; in a word, devoted to God, and 
adorned with all the lovely graces of the Christ- 
tian cbaracter<-^abounding in all the ripened aod 
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glowing fruite of Christian practice. 'Ijive^'^ 
the wprld as one dead to the world." WgllriHr 
the world in the same path m which ChrfSt 
walked J not in the broad way, but in ■ tl»er 
narrow way of self-deniah Always lootdng-untd^ 
Jesus, as you go forward inyourpassage-tlitt>t^ 
the world. Yes, look unto Jesus, and cdn^afiti- 
ed by love to Him, let the world be crucififeir 
unto you, and be you crucified unto the World. 
Go down to the lowest haunts of misery aict' 
want ; make yourself familiar with the poorest 
And meanest creatures of the world ; aftd do 
not think that you can, or will, contract any 
defilemetit from the inhabitants of the most 
"vlrretched hovel, or even from the wayside beg- 
gar, covered, like Lazarus, with loatfasoiiie' 
sores. But I will tell you where to fear defile^ 
ment, fear it among those who are Igvers of 
pleasure more than lovers of God, fear it in the 
haunts of worldly dissipation, fear it in the 
abodes of luxury. There though the air be 
fragrant with delicate perfumes — ^though the 
language which meet your ear be the cotirtfy 
phrase of refinement — ^the , forms which Urrest 
your gaze, be among the most elegant and grac^ 
ful of the world's votaries, clothed with purple 
and fine linen, and faring sumptuously every 
day — there — there it is that the man becomes 
(Spotted and tainted with the leprosy of the worldy 
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that leprosy which is. not of the flesji, bjftt.pf t^e 
spiriti not of the outer, but of the ianer man, 
from the infection of which there is no presei^r 
vative, but that of pure religion and undefiled 
before God the Father, and for which there is 
no Physician but the Lord Jesus Christ. 

Who is he, then, that overcometh the world ? 
Oh, may we not answer, it is the sincere disciple 
— ^the faithful disciple — ^the loving, watchful, 
pains-taking and persevering disciple, who be- 
lieveth that Jesus is the Son of God — who loves 
his Master, and from love to Him, keeps His 
commandments, and learns at length 1x> say, in 
his own happy experience. His "commandments 
ajre not grievous." Love — love to Christ in the 
heart — ^love is the principle — ^love the motive— r 
love the power — ^love is at last the conqueror ! 

And let me say a few more words to those 
who are living in the midst of the pleasures of 
the world. Let me ask them if any reasonable 
follower of our blessed Lord can possibly suppose 
that to make the world one perpetual gala-day, 
or to endeavor to do so, is the way that a man 
should take who loves and follows Christ, or is 
a fitting preparation for the holy happiness of 
that kingdom to which he professes to be going 
forward. Is it the part of a wise man, who 
declares that he is seeking to follow his Master's 
steps to heaven# to walk in the broad way, wh^n 
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Btf kncyirs that die Lord Jesus Walked in fh^ 
ittMow way. I have been sometimes i^rifek 
tiMi amazement when I have met with persons 
l# Mgh intefiectnal powers and advanced eda-^ 
eat^dfih^men of energy — grave, ihougfatfiil men 
— men accustomed to brace themselves for ait 
iite^ duties, and to grapple skilfully and boldly 
with all the difficulties of an important afhete 
of action, I have been astonished at tiie zest 
with which they have entered into all the peop 
and puerUe pleasures of this corrupt world ; audi 
1 have thought of the Apostle's words, "When 
T became a man I put away childish dimgs^*^ 
Who is there among us that does not know the 
choice that Jesus made — ^the life that Jesus led 
— the death that Jesus died, in order that Be 
might bring us to Grod ; and what is it but an 
awfel proof of the infatuation of the unconverted 
heart to forget such a Saviour, and to prefer 
such a world? 
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STANFOED AND SWORDS, 




189, BROADWAY, 
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STANFORD & SWORDS beg leave to inform their 
friends and the public, that they continue to keep on hand^ 
M in fonner years, a general assortment of Religious Worbi 
suitable for individuals, for Parish and Family UbrarleSi and 
for the Clergy, which they will dispose of on the most reih 
sonable terms. Having an agent in London, they ofier their 
services to the public for the importation of books, pam- 
phlets, &c., which can be obtained through them on as low 
terms as at any other establishment in the country. The 
clergy can at all times find upon their shelves a great wtietr 
of old books at low prices. 

Bibles and I^yer-BookSi 

Ot erery size and depcription of binding. Also, the Chmvh Leaoop 
in conveoient forms. Bibles and Common Prayer Books for the Desk, 
in Folio and Quarto, constantly on hand. Gaines' edition of the Folio 
Phiyer Book, in substantial binding, reduced to $3. 

Among the Books published by them in aid of Christian 
knowledge and piety, are the following : 
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^ISTORY OF TRINITY CHURCH, N. Y. 




AN HISTORICAL SKETCH 

OF 

TRINITY OHUROH, NEW-YORK. 

BY THE BEV. O. BERBIAS, D.D., 

HKCTOX OF TIIK 8AMK. 

One volume. Sro. Illustrated, 

ThU is A very intrreitinfr mid woll-pxenitpd Mork — whirh will rppfty p«>riisal, not 
^ by rliiirrhmeu. but by iill who claiiii di*.<«coiit from :t coniipxion with old Now York. 
• ill truth thn rncordx ol' n church which wtiM th*) purii>h chur.-h, in the bof ijitting' of « 
>Ii> city — cuiiuot but iuirroft thi> duMcndaiits of the old citiM-nti. 

Mr. Bfrriuu ban porforuind bis kharo of tliR work run amore — alnioyt, in Rome par 
ilarM with an pxr^iw of affrction, which hoH led to rnthor ampler citations fVom fho 
\y vevtry procuRdiiicni — than eif her thoir inturcst or prciifut importance warront, and 
e haa unnncrMarily bwrllrtd thn volumn. 

But with all nllowaiice for this dwulliiig upon the pa^t— the book ia, as we hava laifiU 
y tuterirfttinjf and attrnrfivo, and we hope uuno will de^irive lUiitu\w6\\«% vX^Ja*^**"** 

profit of reattiiiK it." — .V. 1'. Cunrier. 



Valuable Works, published hif Stanford 4* Sipords. 



CHURCH LESSONS. 



PROPER IiESSONSi 

FOR THE 

SUNDAYS AND HOLIDAYS THROUGHOUT THE YEAR. 

EDITED BT THE REV. DR. WilNWRKHT. 

Handsome ISmOm 

** Stanfohd Sc S\rnBD8 have publuhed a must beautiAiI copy of the Lokcoiib, ir a 
elear, le<phlo tyfte* aud convoiiioiit niaic, and elqpintly buund and finiafacd. It ia a book 
which would make u bpcoiuiiig and oxquMite proMiit at liie approucbiny fentirai aeaaoa ; 
while for rhuiio who buy for parvoiial use, llie boipiiiung oi' tktf ChriHtiau Yeur ii aa 
appropriate tirao for cumuiuuuiu/ a careful nod luithibl perusal of thoee portiona of Scrip- 
ture, Mjlrcted liy tlie Cliurcb for Ibn illustration of hnr doctrine*, preceptM, and hiatory, 
and for the spirituid iuairucliun of bur mculHsra. Wherever there i< a Frayer Book, 
there should be a copy of the Leaaona." — Prottstant Chnrehmtm, 

** It ia a beautiful appcimen of typography, printed on ^oeay paper, in ink ^ tha 
deepest jet, and is bound in every sort of style to pleaae the eye, adtt the divers taatea of 
the purcbasnr. It is uIho put up in cheaper shape, for froueral uae. The : ubiicatioa of 
thin coinpiinion to the Book of Common Prayer, in a hnndaom* atyle, has lonf been a 
desidnratuml which could not be more adequatitlj' supplied than Hoaars. S. & S have 
done it. The ioconvcniRDrc of huvin; to turn to the calendar to find the proper leMtoai 
of the day, and tliuu turn to tlin Bible to find them, hns lou^ been felt, and that inroavr- 
nieticr \a iiotv r«>movuJ, and a vulunlile old bei>n furnihhcd to the orderly performHUca 
of diiiiif wor>Iiip. Often t!in voice of the miniAter is too low to be dibtinctly heard, 
all ovor ttie church, while rpadin;; the hiifsonfl, and it ift nu advantaifp, under ^nch a cir- 
ruui>i:iiic»', to liiit-0 tfaeni belari) liie hoarer, to aid him iu the due nudcn«tandin^ of that 
part of divine service, as it procef>dti ; uud under ail cirrnmstancrs it is a couvpnienrr. 
We truMt that the ukr of the beautiful and valnublo book bofore us may comn into univer- 
sal U80 throughout the Church for which it was so carefully aud successfully prepared."— 
N. Y. Kxprest. 

«• When wc say that this hiinduomely printed volume is edited by tho Rev. Dr. Waia- 
Wright, w,> ifivc all needful assurance that the work is carefully, as well aa appropriately, 
done. Then Vif- to the work itHelf, as a compaoiou to the Prayer Book, at church or at 
home, it i.'< moa nppropri.ite and convenient — for in bulk smaller than that of the Bible, 
it furnishes iu rlear, larjre type, the Uilde Le^'«on.^ for "ach Sunda3-aMd holiday." — Courier. 

*'■ All must he anqmiinted with the nspfulness of .su^h a book a* thij«, aflfordmr, as it 
dot>s, a convenient uiethod for reaWinr; the portion of Hcripture appointed in the calendar 
for ^3Mn(Iay»< ami Holidays. Wo nood, therefore, hut speak of the manner in which the 
publishers hiive execiite<l thi>< important work. Tlie type i.o sutneienily lar^c aud lM»nu- 
iii"iilly clear, tlie pa;:^ hruul and iii\ttiug^. and the who>e arrangement simple and correct, 
Tlit* hindinur varie.'- in diir-rcni eiiirioiis; in tiii> one before us it is rich and elesrant. It 
«.:in l).^ li:id ia a pituuer aii.i r.'ieaper style by thoM' »ho prefer Fueh. We were struck 
on r:nin^ up thv vohinie with liie amount of Herijttnro whieh the Chiir :h readu in ih- 
y«':irly cnur'!'* of her ^f•rvIc.»-. M.sy tlii* loJiinic aid iu mukint; her members mure cua- 
*tuni, nion; fditliful, and more devout siuiNMilsof th« Holy Word." — Cultmdar. 

'' F.Mv hooks are i.<isued from the American prew ii: a better style than tbia. Thi< 
volunir of Proper Le-.-ous is printed with large, clear type, ou fin^ paper; and, what ii 
of.--.Mn:.> importance, it i^i 8iib»tantially aud beautifully bouud. It is very drfirable that 
the mcmhcrsof our con?re:rali.\iiu should have the L'fsstiiiK at hand durin3'*divino »er>"ire, 
in order to look them over, as ijiey anj read by the otfcintin,? miuihter. We aie there- 
foroflad to see a new edition of the Los.son.f, as it will, wo tru-t, 'erve to promote this 
Vfrr (Jrriribh pr.irr»ce "—Chriatian W-tntf^f. 
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NOT OF THE WORLD. 

BY THE REV. C. B. TAYLER, 

AUTHOB OF ♦• UABOABET," KTC ETC. 

One handsome volume, 12mo. 75c. 

of the revieweni have found fault with mo for writing about persons in tne 
isses of society. I think it well to vaythut in '* Margaret,'* and in the volume 
which is now offered to the public, I have purposely done ro. I love to write for the 
lower and middling classes. * * * * But I am naturally, I ought almost say a close 
observer, and I have seen in the upper ranks of society much thut is inconsistent with e 
Christian profession. They have ul»o immortal soul", thoir situation it> one of peculiar 
peril, and our blessed l<ord has addressed some of his soverest admonitions and most 
awful warnings to thenu Their influence is Croat, their example of ':onsiderable impor- 
tance, thoir responsibility before God is proportionate. I have, therefore, endeavored to 
write also A>r tne noble and Uie rich ; and to attack, with weapons which are not carnal 
but mighty through Grod, * the iitronx holds of the adversary among the worldly and 
among those who are lovers of pleasure more than lovers of Ood.* " — Preface. 

** We take great pleasure in calling attention to this most excellent volume, which must 
neet with a wide circulation. The stylo is boautiAiIly simple, the narrative abounds 
with interejtting incidents, and the whole is imbued with a tone of the highest evangelical 
piety. ThR writ4;r has a happy faculty of udaptin;' liimtrelf to the comprehension of the 
young, at the namo time thut he instructs and entertains the old. It would make an 
aiipropriati* preitcnt for the young, and may l»e the means of doing great good. Mr. 
Tuyler, »k fur bm we have had opportunity to judge, in quite as interestiug a writer as 
Charlotte Klizabcth, and far less bigoted and prejudiced. Such volumes as these cannot 
be too widely spread." — Evening Pott. 

** We are pleased to see a spcoad American edition of this delivhtHil >'olumc, than which 
fbw fictions ore more like real life, and none can have a better effect upon the heart. The 
author has been eminently succesafUl in this walk, sketching with a masterly peu both 
humble and more polinhed life. The fidelity with which the iooonsistencies of Christians 
In the moat favored worldly circumstances are portrayed in this volume cannot fail to 
have a salutary inflaence, while ths Barrative is of such an interskt as to induce mors thaa 
one reading. "—CoassMrcM^. 
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MANX'S HAPPINESS OF THE BLESSED 

THE HArPI\E>> or THE BLESSED 

THE PARTICULARS OF TnEIfl STATE : 

THEIE RECI^GMTION'JF EACH OTHER L\ THAT STATE 

AND IT^ DIFFER E.\CE OF l»EGIiE£^. 

TO XTHZrU ABr aDS£D 

MUSINGS OX THE CHURCH 

.OD HER SERA'ICE-. 

BY RICHARD MA>'T, D.D., 

r c»iD i::fkcp or zkitk axv coxsom. 

One col time. 12iro. 75c. 

** We voaJU k*vc thi« ic'ubm' fi'id n« vay sdio ermy ChrittiAB famify vhera ihm li 
OBC peiMM iJMtcafi re«d. li' kcriptunJ tniih and «ann devotioa can i 
I^H will BOC be D«zlectB(L 

** Bi*b<^ Mast f'.« a fiovt :« not duir apprpciai«-l. Whether thii ariaea CroB ft i 
tm the skMinet, or iro^ aa I'i^a ihat u^ fa-ts iuf>r»-|y imjiated WordsvorlJi, it ia •4BbI|7 * 
■utake. Ufa mmidcU ar^ feu^ralir c^reAiily conttmcl^d, and mMo31 lacking Im «efwM 
of aeatimeiri. Tb<y eomeuzu^a. it'i* trne. ar^ not m> «ell compacted and pouted ■■ Iha 
Ibrat reqatre*. but tbia it oviuf to the didactic tune « hich maajr of their aubjecta aaeai- 
»itate. Abore a]] tLej are full cf the frnuiae Analicaa feeliur which Wordaworth cAn 
doec not display. Tfa* reader of the * Mafinei* nil!, ve think, feel that thia aeriaa b 
aaora animatM Ky a Church *i>int than Wordiaorth'^*" — CkMrchwum. 

*' Soand in doctrine, rich in thoazh;. br-nutiful in ttylp. and d<>rutional in itackanwlart 
Ihicwnrk raijks iiiDoii? thec*io:c«-M pp^c mf'iiB of En?lieh Theo!ozical litprature. It haa 
alri^ady become «>'ri l<!-nrr.-ii fn t;io.:biiiii!« r.;'Ciiri-tiaii Cuurchmei*, « iih whom, like *6c«nef 
in our Pirjfch.' aud ti.-'' ' Chriylitn IVar.* it i> a houephold volume." — Cmlendmr. 

^.\o Ciiri>tiaii cau read iiiii vuluaie wit-umt having hi< iDtelHipeut faith and hope, 
•trenirtheiied a:id conSmi^d. \Vh'jt<'vrr difl?rt:nc<> of opiuion may exiet on poiutaof ec- 
cle«ia*tiral policy, or ev«ii upon (:octriup.s i>-iich biHiku ta thi» form a point of altractioo 
where the reiIeeifi«><J of evory Cnii'tixn rrefd can meet in peuce and harmony, and sit 
tofether at the tfarcahold of heaven to talk of tbfir future union where sebts and partiec 
will ba unknown. There i^ that iu Bishop Mant's ttyle which command* the reader*! an- 
wearied iutcreat." — Commercial. 



MANX'S HOR>E LIXURQIOE. 

BKINO 

A GUIDE TO UNIFORMITY IN THE CELELRATION 

OF DIVINE SERVICE. 

BY THE RT. REV. RICHARD MANT, D. D., 

LORD BISHOP or DOWN AVD CONNOR. 
WITH ADDITIOxXS, TO ADAPT IT TO THE AMERICAN CHURCH, 

BY THE REV. W. D. WILSON, M. A. 
One Volume. 12 mo. 7oc. 

" Wo eariirstly commend this volume to the attention of the clergy of the Church, as 
• work the WHiit of which boa been Ion;; felt, particularly in this country. Buhop Mant 
has ably fulfilled the task imposed upon himself, and the Notes and Additiona of the 
American editor are judicious and commendable. We trust that thoae who are just en- 
tering upon their Kucred calling, will give heed to the counsels of this volame, that they 
may beein aritfht, and that the beautifbl fabric of our liturgy, bequeathed by the noble 
ermy of martyrw and confesMrs, may present that beauty of uniformity which they in- 
tMdttd, iiiidiMlliiiurcd hr the crude nntU^ns of thoM who would gild refined geld, or paint 
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WAINWRIQHT^S PRAYERS. 
An, Older of Family Prayer for every Day In the Week. 

BY THB 

REV. J. M. WAINWRIGHT, D. D. 

ASSISTANT MINISTER OF TRINITT CHURCH, N£W-TORK. 

(hie beatUiful volume, 12mo, 75c. 

*^Froiii the opportunitjr we have had to examine and use this addition to our list of aids 
l» Jevotiou, we are led to reipard it as a very useful contribution/' — Gospel Mtsaengw, 

** It gives not only an appropriate form of prayer for every day in the week, and fi»r 
tka various specif occasions that present themselves, in the process of family lifs, but 
ilio well chosen selections from the Scriptures, for reading ; and is, in fact, an adaptation 
«f the Episcopal liturgy to family wants and aptitudes. The supplications, partly ori^naL 
b«t mainly compiled from old devotional writers, breathe throutrhout a fine spint of 
ksmility and earnestness ; and the language is at once chaste, eloquent, and reverentiaL** 
— JK Y, Com. Advertiter. 

** The Tolnme is a most acceptable one, both as a manual for family worship, and a book 
«f apMimens of the devotional literature of the Episcopal ChurchJ'*'— Philadelphia Enf, 



FAMILY AND PRIVATE PRAYERS. 

BY THB 

REV. WM. BERRIAN, D. D. 

RECTOR OP TRINITY CHURCH, NXW-TORX. 

Pourth edition. One handsome 12mo, volume. Large type. 

** The present edition of this manual has been newly arramred and materially enlaraedi 
Moat of the additions which have been made to it consist of Ancient Litanies, purified from 
all taint of superstition and error, and preventing a perfect embodiment of Christian truth 
•^pressed in the most fervent strain of devotion. The other parts have been drawn ft-om 
the writings of the earlier diviuoH of the Church of Kngland, and other rare and curloua 
sources. The quiiintncsv, the rcdunditncn, and rhapsody with which they were for the 
Moet part disfigured, have been carefully rejected ; and the richness, the AiUness, the denth 
ut feeling and glow of expression mofct scrupulously retained. The apprehension is nit, 
kowever, that it will still be too earnest and fervid for the lukewarmuess and apathy of 
the present age." 

" In this large and well-czecutod volume. Dr. Berrion has fbmished all who lore the 
Liturgy and the spirit of the Prayer Book, with a most valnable manual ; valuable alike 
for its freedom fi-om all irreverent and unseemly fiuniliarity of approach to the throne of 
frace, and for its deep and glowing fervor of devotion to God. We r^^ard it as no small 
matter to compose or even well arrange a booh of family and private prayers ; and it ia 
manifest that few succeed, from the fact that there seems to be continual demand for new 
ones, vhich shall supply what is lacking In those already before the public. Dr. Beman's 
manual will ranh among the first, if not <A« first and firom its copiouso««a «Ul^'«% «s% 
pemaded, forniih all elasMa of minda with food lulUbU for \'^t\t iiQnkV% VMfieQa mA.^»^ 



VdhuMe Work*, pvblithed hy Stanford ^ Sworit. 
SHORT'S CHURCH HISTORY. 

HISTORY OF THE CHURCH OF ENGLAJfD; 

TO THE REVOLUTION OF ENGLAND OF 1688 

BS- THB 

RT. REV. THOMAS VOWLER SHORT, D. D.. 

BISHOP OF ST. ASAPH. 

One Volume, ^vo, $1,50. 



*• We feel mteAil for the reprint of this learned, impartiel, end valnnbto VOTlk 

EblUhen ofaoch bookn dewnre to be liberally suatained and encouraged by T 
n public, and especially by Churchmen. Bi!ih«)p Short's History will lead 1 



lo a greater knowledjpe and love of the English Church, and mutt conTinc* them tM !■ 
her ooctrtnea, ritual, and ^vernment, she vr fiithfully formed on the model of that i 
was primitive and apostolic. It is the fruit of many gears' reading and ina 
Tosearch; and, though its professed object is ' to facilitate the studies of y 



ve prepanng 1 
■ot find it a ph 



(evidently his sole pursuit ;) and the very tenderness he shows to opponents maj uxVkA 
the usefulness of the work, by attracting and conciliating readers among them, and, wi 
may hope, convincing them that, in the language of the author, < the best reformaUoa of tht 
Church of England would be to reduce her in practice to what she is in thaory; that hw 
doctrines are such, that he who vetitures his eternal safety to her guidance !■ taking a w^ 
cure path ; and that the framework of her establishment is that which, under God*s pravW 
dence, is best suited, iu the present state of the Christian world, to preserve and diaaemiMM 
our hol^ faith among the various branches of Rociety."*— JSoaaer of the Cros9. 

** This is a very valuable production. It has passed through three English editlona ; tfl4 
BOW appears for the first time in an American dross. Its issue at this juncture ia ezeasi- 
ingly well timed." — Episcopal Recorder. 

** The fact that this work embraces the history of the English Church from the eartkfl 
period of English history down to the glorious Revolution of 1686, is all that need be aigsJ 
in feror of of its importance. The style is easy and chaste ; and the arrangement ef «» 
eric^ sections enables the reader, by looking over the contents of a chapter, to ftad rt 
onoe the subject of his inquiry. As a book ot referunce. its value is mucn increaiiMl hf 
chnmological tables and a copious index. The spirit of the author is liberal and Christian 
It b printed m double columns ; and the paper, type, &c., are in the best style of the ppk 
Ushers.** — Baltimore American. 

" This is the book as interesting to the general reader as to one specially interested i% 
the remarkable history it developes and extends. It is written, as far as we can judge IbW 
a hasty glance at it, in a liberal, comprehensive, and Christian spirit, not aparuig the di 
fects of the Church of England, and not failing to gire credit to other aecta where A^ 
writer bus thought it was due to them. The typography and general appearance of lli 
book are creditable to the taste of the enterprunng publishers." — Philadelpkia Qezettt. 

** This is a valuable contribution to ecclesiastical history, and will be found an impoctiRl 
addition to the library of the religious student." — Pennsylvanian. 

** We welcome this elaltorate and valuable work as a most important additloa te fht 
aeries of Protestant publications from the press of Messrs Stanford uid Sworda. This 
edition is a large octavo of 350 pages, very well printed. It is enriched with numeraiii 
■eCes, several chronological and gene^ogical tables, and a copious index. The fact of tjw 
wwk having reached a third edition in England, is evidence of its originelity aud vrntl^ 
aeas."— iVortA Amerieam. 

** The high reputation of its author as a scholar and a writer is amplv anataiafl(d hi ill 
PH^ which treat of some of the moat \nxeme\y vaUtettinc periods in the hiatory wtwm 
m JCher e:ikutr/. The rafornntioa of the Oh»zt^ *<, \2kA vnm. t«m^9Anik\ ^ tlfUjUmrtlH 



ring themselves for the offices of the Church,' there is no claaa of readeie whe wfl 

a pleasure and a profit. It may be objected to by some that the leoek aad fioM 

author is occasionally too lenient in his notice of dissenters; but he never conceals the trntk 



Valuable IVork^. ptthluJvcd oy Stanford Sf Saords, 

•f the old Church with die monarchy ; its re-«8tabUshmpiit on tho Presbyterian biui* ; th« 
lecall of the Stuarts, and with tliom of tho Episcopal Church, and the overthrow of th« 
FrMbyteriaa aupremacy ; the formation of the Thirty-Nine Articles of the Church oi 
Eoglmnd ; these, with other matters of kiudrnd iuterniit, afford a rich theme, which, in the 
volome before us, is eloquently dKScanted upon. All who feel an interest in these muttera 
would do well to possess themselves of n copy of the work. Tho beautiAil style in which 
\iB issued, is highly creditable to the publishers."— PAi/a</e/i;Ata Inquirer. 



■iThu is a volume which has already received authoritative approval in this country, 
Vmag a class book in the Protestant Episcopal Seminary at Alexandria, D. C, and perhepa 
tm other ioiitltutions. It is a lan^e o<:tavo, written in a clear and comprehensive style, and 
ihoe embraces avast amount of ecclci?ia.'<ticul knowledge, while it has, ui many places, anelo* 
^aoDce of diction, and in all a nervous directnoss, which make it an interestiu<f as well ae 
% uaefiil volume. The low price of this book is such as will phu:e it within the reach of 
■Jl purduuers ; and the members of tlie Protestant Episcopal communion will no doubt re 
ward the enterprise of the publishers, and yrratify themselves, by piviujf the volume a wide 
eirealatioa. It has already pasi>ed thron<rh three editions in Enirland. and must be allowed 
the hifrh praise of being the most comprehensive work ou the subject now before the pub- 
lie."— Setarrfay Pout, 

" ■* There is a degree of candor and impartiality in this work which, for a Chnrchman, is at 
■nuual as it is commendable. The author has a justifiable partiality for his own Church 
end the tory party of which it has been a prominent section in all periods of English his- 
tory ( but this preference is not allowed to interfere with a candid and honest statement of 
fheta, whether they bear againtit the interest and character of his friends, or are favorable 
to that of his opponents. With a juht admiration of excellence, wherever found, and a 
lore of fireedom and popular rights, he looks upon the whole field of history with the impar- 
tial comprehensiveness of an historian, rather than with the jealous aseal of a partisan, or 
tho ezclosivencss of a hcctiiry. He eulogizes the Reformation; does something like jus- 
tice to the character of the Puritans, of Cromwell, and the Presbyterians : admits the 
tyranoj of I>aiid, the weakneKs antl selfishness of Charles, and tlie violence and irrcligion 
of the Royalists at the period of tho Revolution. 

"There is much, of course, of which non-Epix^npaliins cannot approvo. No Church- 
man can be expected to look at some periods of English history with a clear and unpreju- 
diced mind. The light which the Revolution sheds upon the genius and character of 
Bpieeopacy is too glaring to be (luietly looked at. So, if we read the histories prepared 
bjr Churchmen, it muat always bR with much indulgence to the weakness of human nature 
and pity for the prejudice which c:in hiauder some of En.Mund's best men. and stiirmatize 
at opp ession and tyranny the purest and freest government she has ever had. The woi R 
is written in a condensed, yet attractive style, with great precision and accuracy. As a 
text book, or for general perusal, it will be found intere»ting and valuable. It is, we a>e 
happy to add, very neatly printed, and sold at u low price."— A*: Y. Evangtliai. 

" An octavo volume of 3.73 patres, accompanied by a chronological and genealogical table 
and ▼ery fhll index. It is a wo.k of real merit, written by one stronvly attached, of course, 
to the Church of which he is a member, but apparently no bigot. We will not pretend to 
vooeh fbr all his opinions ; but such perusal as we have beiui able to give to his writings, 
convinces us that he is sincere in them, and that he is honest in the stdtenient of facts. Ilia 
relhrencee are numerous. The reli'zions 8entiin«»its which he cxpretises in the progress of 
the work are evangelical in their character ; and tiie views which ho entertains of Chris- 
tiane of other persuasions evuico a charitable »pirit. He sees aud candidly acknowledges 
feftcta in the Church of Enirland, and disailvantaift^s of a grievous nature resulting from 
the connoctiou of Church and btate : but on the whole, he )>refers his communion to oth- 
en, and exhorts his brethren to h'M>k its iniprovcment. We shall place tlie book amon| 
oar moat important historic^." — Baptist Aacocatt. 

**Tbe stylo in which this hihtory is written is elegant ami chaste; and, from the 
examination which we h.ivn m-id^ of the portions of the. work in which tho predilectiana 
of the author would be mo.<«t likely to appear, we believe hi< statements to be made in all 
candor, and with an honest d->!«iru to be impartial and truthful. As a history of the Church 
of Entrland, it po!tseM»vs decided advantazes over every other work which we have seen of 
heard of; and whilnt it will be re^ranled by all Protestant denomtnatioiiM as a most vuluabh 
contribution to ecneral rcclesia^tical history, it coinm«>nds itsisif especially to the ministeiv 
and members of the Episcopal Church, and we have no doubt will be duly appreciated* 
It ia a work of vast Ubur, leacniHe', and research."— Prvteftaiit Banner. 

iSkort. ) 



Valuable Works, published by St<inford if SwQpis* 

PAY THY VOWS. 
A Pastoral Address Subsequent to Oonflrmatloib 

BY THK LATX 

G. T. BEDELL, D. D. 

B3ECT0B or 8T. AKD&BV*8 CHU&CH, FHZI*4BS&FBXA« 

tUiUdf tnik additiofut, by his son, O, Th»rUon Bed^U, lUfiof tf 4*. 1 

Church of the Asceanon, N, Y. 

A beautiful miniature edition, 32mo. 31c. 

** Dr. Bedoir* name is too well known to require any commeodation at our 
Choee who dlMa^^reed witb him in some theolo^cai views, nerer doubted his doep-uil 
hearty f^triviu; to win so'jIs to Chriot, nor ever were unimpressed with the fact of his Mi*| 
ia earnest in what he said and did. The value of the address is much enhaqced bytki 
edditions made by the present Reccor of the Church of tho Asceiisjon.** — Tmuig Okmnk' 

« It earnestly advocates the sound doctrine, that confirmation is a ratification of tbi 
baptitfmal vows made by the sponsors, and is, therefore, necessarily a formal adoption of 
the Christian profession. The many admirers of Dr. Bedell, when living, will find in t!ui. 
book all that pastoral simplicity and warm earnestness of manner for wbicn he was >a 
celebrated." — Evening Qazette. 



THE RENUNCIATION. 

AN ESSAY ON WORLDLY AMUSEMENTS. 

B Y THB I. ATB 

REV. G. T. BEDELli, D.D, 

HBCTOa or ST. ANDRBW's CIIUIICH, PHUJa>BI.PSUA> 

With an Introductory Notice by his Son. 

'* Thi* republication is calculated to do gi-eat good. The faithAii expositions -of Gbrilihl 
faty whicn it contains, are recommended by the fervent, tender, and persuasive etegoissi 
Id which they are conveyed. The introductory notice by the son of tlie aotfatr, coety» 
some valuable and iinpresaive views on the subjects of thn Elssay, with quotatioea firoi 
some of the Bishops of tho Church of £as;liind uud our own Church. We trust the 
will be oztensively circulated and read." — Pruttstant Churchman, 

THE SUNDAY SCHOOL TEAOHES'S QmSKSXm. 

CONTAINING 

EXTRACTS FROM VARIOUS AUTHORS, 

▲KKANOKD UNDER APFftOP&IATE HEADS, AFFORDING USEFX7Z. HnTTS TO TH08B WB 
AKK KMPLOVED IN THE 

RELIGIOUS INSTRUCTION OF THE YOUNG. 
One volume. 2imo, 3Sc. 

**It is the compilation of an experienced Sunday School teacher; the extracts bei^ ' 
taken from the best writers on the subject of Sunday School instruction, and arranged ■•• 
der appropriate heads with much jud^ent. Although particularly intended for tbe Pro- 
testant Episcopal Church, it may be used with advaotafe by other denomiaatioM.'*' 
Southern Churchman. 



ValuabU Works, jfublislied by Stanford if Sicordw. 

MELVILUS SERMONS. " 

SERMONS BY HENRY MELVILL, B. '»., 

3f Cftmden Chapel, Camberwell, aud late Fellow und Tutor of St. I »«r*» Colkfi^ 
Cainiirid-rj*. 

EDITED BY THE RT. RKV. C. P. M'lLVAINE, D. ^)., 
Bi»hop or the Protct»taut Episcopal Church io tlio Dioce»e of Ohi-9. 

Fourth edition. One volume, royxl Svo. $2,50^ 

I'bU volume contains all the sermons yet puhlivhcd hy the author, v>r sudnr his mm- 
don. Many otheru have been published surreptiiioueltf^ which lie never prepared for Um 
\, and which ought not to be roail ait spccinicnM of hia preaching'. 

A strong attoataiion of the merit of the»e discourses is giveu in the fact, that flooded a* 
!• the market with the immense variety of pulpit composition which the Loiidou pr«M 
contiaaaJIy pours in, so that a bookseller caii scarcely Ik> persuaded to publish a vmoom 
•f aariBons at his own risk, and such a v<dume seldom reaches beyond a single edition, 
thoM of Melvill have passed through several, and do not cease to attract much attention. 

** Hoartily do we admire the breathing words, the bnld figures, the picturesque imagw, 
tha forcible reasonings, the rapid, vivid, fervid peroratrons, of these discourses." — Britiah 
OriUe, 



COMPANION FOR THE ALTAR, 

OR, 

WEEK'S PREPARATION 

FOK THE 

HOLY COMMUNION: 

Consisting of a Short Explauatiou #f the Lonl's Supper, and Meditatbns ond 

Prayers proper to oe used Before and During the Receivin/ of 

the Holy Communion; according to iho Form prescribed 

by the Pn)tc8tant Episcopal Church in the 

United Stites of America. 

BY JOHN HENRY HOBART, D. D.. 

Bishop of the Prot. Epis. Church in the Stite of New-York. 
In one volume. 12mo. 50c. 

• The writer has endeavored to keep in view two principles, which ho 
deems most important and fundamental. Tiiose principles are— That we are 
saved from the guilt and dominion of sin by the divme merits and grace of 
a cnicified Redeemer ; and that the merits and gi-ace of this Bedeemer ore 
applied to tiio soul of the believer in die devout and humble partici]>ation of 
the ordinances of theChurch, administered by a Priesthood who derive Iheur 
authority by regular transmission from Christ, the Divuio Head of the Churol^ 
and the som-ce of all power in it.*' 

Perhaps no other commendation of this wrnk is necdeil than the fact, 
tbat since its first publication, in 1801, it has successfully withstood the 
competition of all other works on tlie same subject, has passed through ahnost 
ccmntless editions, and is still steadily uicreasing in the lavor of tha pknu 
and devout. 



JERRAM ON INFANT BAPTISM. 

CONVERSATIONS ON INFANT BAPTISM. 
BY CHARLES JERRAM, VICAR OF CHOBHAM, BURRr, 

One volume. 1 ^mo. 37c. 

TiMM CoDTOTiationt Airiilab a nomplete view of th« «lio\« c«taMw«««»^a^%^ai 
aimrif9 Mme* of la font BapUaia 



ValuaiU W»rk*, pnUithed by Stated 4* Steari: 
MARGARET; OR, THE PEARL. 




R T T H S 

REV. CHARLES B.TAYLER, 

AUTHOR np " LADV MART," " nrCOBDS OP A GOOD MAN'S LIFK," fcC l^a 

In one handsome Juo'lccimo volume. 7/>c. 



A good b.>«»k may be rwmparcd To a i!*»;ir and faithful friend, ainrays welcome, mni 
I^»«»in5 itM iiilliioiicc to cIiht .iuI fr^^l|pn the paihwuy of lifo. To this clan the writinfl 
<>f the pious aiiitl trilled author of the present volume justly bcions^. The favorHble rec^p 
tion. by a disccrninj public, of two of llie works of the Rev. Mr. Tayler, rcceptly iiimied 
from thnir prcs^, ha.s pncourased thii publishers to add a third ; confidently believing thfti 
the valuable iuhtruclions and f xainplrs nboiindin; in it, apart from the great iuterwl o| 
the narrative itself, will ipii-Iit • Mirararf*! ' no unfit companion to 'The Records of ■ 
(lood Man'b Lifi>,' and * Lady .>I irv." All three arc worthy a place in every family and 
parish library." — Publishers' Pn/nre. 

** Those who hav« read f^ailvM iry,' and ' The Records of a Good Maa's Life," wW 
be anxious to pe:n^e this oluni)'. It i> one of tiiosc ?rems of relisriouv fiction, which teach 
tntth in a manner eiiu-i y (-alciilated to inform the mind and inipru88 the heart, witho«t 
excitin<f appeals to tile midii.iiiun. or unulioJeKomo stimulants to the religious senaibili 
ticts." — Protestant Churchmen. 

" Wc are ^lad lo .-ee this work rppnldlsijed here. It is a book for the family, coBTir 
ing instructiun and awaksMiinir redection, while it arrests the attention, and retains it bf 
the truthfulness of its doMi»'s(io scene*-." — Ecrning Qazette. 

*' It IS unnere-?ary to s:iy, except to those who are unarquaintod with this irifted tM* 
Oior's oiher writings, that the volume i.s both hii'liiy instruclivu and attractive. ''—^MUiUni 
Churchman. 

'♦ A plensin-f niirrativo of priiie nu<l wealth subdued to suffcrin^a and humiliation, ant 
fjU«e opiuiuns overcome by t'.iiili in (Jhrisf. jNothinir could be more proper and Christian 
like than tic tone auii temper of ihix little volume, which will bo read by Iho religious 
with pleaiiiirc and prufiu it is very prettily sent forth by the American niiblisliers.**— 
$»tciherH Patriot, 

"The tyi>07rapliy and genend spptiiranco of the volunio is highly cred'ttbla to fh« 
puJUj0httri*."^Jf!f/!Hrf EvtHUig Juurma.t. 



ValwMe Works, puhlished hy Stanford ^ Swonh. 



MEMOIRS OF MRS. ELIZABETH FRY, 

INCLUDING 

A HISTORY OF HER LABORS 

XN PROMOTING 

TIB REFORMiTlON OF FEMALE PRISONERS, 

AND THE 

IMPROVEMENT OF BRITISH SEAMEN, 

BY THF. 

REV. THOMAS TIMPSON, 

Honorary Secretary to the Brilish and Foreign Sailors* Society. 
One volume. 12tno. 75c. 

•*A]| intsrestin; sketch of the lifb, labors, and death of one who wati numbered with the 
nit of the earth. lu works of lore, she was inotit abundant She toiled with indefatiga- 
Uo mewl, fi>r the benefit of her sex, exploriu^ the darkuess of dunj^eons, and diffusinff 
Ihrotti^ them the light and influence of her own lovely and tender spirit.** — Episcopal 
Beeordsr. 

** Mrs. Fry was one of those unselfish beinsrs, whose solo object in life seems to be to do 
nod, to the flill extent of the means and opportunities with which God has blessed them. 
Iler ftrduous labors in efiisctin^ reform in prisons, were no less earnest and succesofnl than 
bar oxertious in behalf of the seamen of Oreut Britan, a clues whose moral and spiritual 
lateresti, had been, until her day, shamefully neglected. This volume exhibits the incep* 
lloBf progress and results of her benevolent enterprises, and is filled with matter of rar« 
latarMt to t^ Christian and philanthropist. It deserves a wide circulation.**— Protstttml 

"She lived a Ilf^ of active benevolence, however, which may be usefully contemplated 
iBd copied by those of a sonnder faith. By her numberless journies to visit the abodes of 
the poor, the sick, and the imprisoned, and by her ceiuielcss efforts to ameliorate their coii- 
UtioOi she earned the well-iieserved name of * the female Howard.' Her useAiI career is 
vetljportrayod in this volume." — Calendar. 

*• The extraordinary character of Mrs. Fry, and her unparalleled labors exerted to pro- 
note the reformation of female pri.sonnrs, and the improvHment of British seamen, have 
mrm^ for her a reputation throu<grhout Great Britan and Europe, second only to that of 
iho phUaiithrojMst Howard. Mr. Tiiapson's Mi^moir is a brief but comprehen>iive tribute 
to her virtues and worth, by one who was associated with her in some department of phi 
laothropte service." — Oaiette ^ Times. 

** Some time aro we announced the intention of the New- York publif>hers to reproduce 
tbb work fiom the Knglitih edition. Their purpose is now fulfilled, and no doubt the phi- 
lanthropic reader will greatly prize thii memorial of a hidy who, beyond all her female 
loateiapuraries, was in labors of bcnevulonce abundant. The American edition, with the 
exception that it has no portrait, is nearly or quite equal to the English and at a less price. 
The admirable system with which Mrs. Fry prosecuted her Ial>ors is beyond all praise, 
and if the work wrought no other purpose than furni^fhin? such an example of order in the 
proeeeution of mnltifarious duty, it would amply repay the purchase. Dut its usefulnese 
M hjr DO mcaos confinod to that single CM.3ire.*'-~iT. Y. Cownurciul Advertiser, 



Valuable Works, puhUshtsd hy Stanford 9f Swards, 

^ALMER'S CHURCH HISTORY. 

A COMPENDIOUS ECCLESIASTICAL HISTORY. 

FROM THK EARLIEST PERIOD TO THE PRESENT TIME. 

BY THE REV. WILLIAM PALMER, M. A., 

AUTUOB OF *' OaXOXNES LITUBOIC^/' fcC. 

WITH PREFACE AND NOTES BY AN AMERICAN EDITOR. 

In one volume. 12mo, 50c. 



* The truly learned ftod sound-minded author has sot himself honestly to seek 6iit ths 
rsMiUs of the nyfttuni devised by Heavenly Wisdom, and set in 0]>oraf ion by God himself 
arheo Ho dwelt among us. He dooH not puzzle himself and his reader with au attenint at 
a * pragmatical ' investigation of the human motives and propensities that have carried on, 
• kite they seemed to tiiwart and vitiate, the divine c^ouusels for man's salvatioiu Still 
less does he sto«>p to flatter the poor pride of human reason by lowering a narrative of 
God's doing* witli and in his Church to the tone of secular historv, and making all plain 
aud easy for the mo^t uniipiritual comprehension. He writes as a believer of the facts that 
he narrates ; but not a believer without invesitigation. He writes as one whose own be- 
lief makes him in carneMt with his reader, aud in conserjueuce leaves the impression of 
rco/ify un the mind. Convinced that God did indeed louud his Cliurch uyton a rock, 
immoveable and uucoiiquoruble, ho looks for it, witliout fear or shrinking, amid the went 
of tempests of controversial strife or secular opprest-ion, aud under the doepust mists 
of ignorance and error, and not only findi< it, signalized by its unvarying tokens ofiioaee, 
holiness and Joy, but makes it obvious to others. We see, with him, tliat thou;{-h times bare 
changed, and niamiors varied, the word and promise of G(m1 have endured unchanged, aad 
their accomplisUmont has goi-o on invariably." — Bishop Hliittiiig-kam. 



RECORDS OF A GOOD MAN'S LIFE, 

BT TlUfi 

REV. CHARLES Ji. TAYLER, M. A. 
One Itantlsome f>olume. 12m/), 75c. 

•• This U, iiulriMl, a ' jroMon book ' — onv th:it cannot l»n read without as much profit u 
pieafurc by all wlu) r«el intero!?l in tho, iiff* of a good country parhon. The narrative ex 
nbil8 the cluirjictcr of a nisiu who \» n.-» uiatini^uibhrd, not for lalont or learning, but for 
b iirig in r:irtio>t, and heartily cudciivnria^ to live up to hi.s Clirittian prorRffi<' on— with 
ft horn bui'tisiii wa.s not a form, but the commencement of a life of Christian faith.**— 
>■ anner vf the Cross. 

" An el^zaut n-priut of a volume endoarcd to many a heart by a thofifiiind charms of 
i^ylc, s.^ntiriiiMit, aud pious mcdilaiion. Tim lovcline.^s of humanity piisnin;; through the 
stages of hte utidcr the ihfluoace, and il!uininsit<!d by the divine liju'ht of the pure prccepu 
of the Go>p('l, t'.ic ^urp:u>^iu•^ bcaicy ot' holiIio^<:< pxhibitod in the character of woman as a 
Cbrit^tiai) wile mui iiiolhcr, aud tii>- iininly di'jiiity aud noMituc^K of the Christian father 
aiid hu^band, aro all here exhibited 6U sweetly, ^o truthfully, i-o eloquently, as to tourh 
the ^oulof the mi.<>i obdurate. Wa tru>t all our retidprt^ are oo familiar with these pa^r*, 
a;i to feci tlie ju-.tice of our ]>rni.oe, :iiui to nfw'i eajrerly th» opportunity of again meeting 
an old and bcloxMJ coni]>auio"." — Prolt.>ttant Churchman. 



HOBART'S FESTIVALS AND FASTS. 

4 Conipanioii to the Festivals uml Fasts of tlio rrotrsiant K[iisk'Opfil Churcl* 

iu llu' United Slates of Aiii{M"!ra. rnuc:ij):illy seleclod »in«l HltereU 

from Nelson's Conipaniou for the Fc-stiva'is and Fasts of 

the ('Imrt'li of Km./I!!1I(1. 

WITH FORMS OF DKVOTJON. 
BY JOHN HENRY HOBART, D. D., 

BISHOP OV THK DtOCKSi: OK NKW-YORK. 

One volume, 12mo. Iiuc, 

** It will prove a usoAd conipaniou iu the exalted exercises of the Christiaa lifH 
and, while it serves to impress on tlie memt' ers of the Episcopal Commuoiou the ozcel 
teace of their truly Apostolic and Primitive Church, it must excite them to adoi n tbev 
JfTdfennou by "Jjarespondiny fervor of piety end lauctity of manners.'* 




Talmable Works, pvhlisJied hy Staiif&rd ^ SuvrtSii 

RICHARDSON'S REASONS. 
TbB Ohnrchman's Reasons for his Faith and Practice. 

WITH AN APPENDIX ON THE DOCTRINE OF DEVELOPMENT. 
BY THS 

REV. N. S. RICHARDSON, A. M 

AOTHOB or "KKASONS VH7 I ASf A CHUBCHMAN," kC hCf liC. 

One volume. 12mo. 15c, 

CONTENTS. Chapter I— Introduction. II— The Church a Visible 
Society. Ill — The Ministij Christ's ToHitive Institution. IV — The Chris- 
Kan Ministry consisihig of Three Orders. V — Same subject conUuued 
VI — Some subject continued. VII — Developments of Modern Systems. 
VIII— The Unity of the Church, and the Sin and Evils of Schism. IX— 
Liturgies. X — Popular Objections against the Church answered. Appendix 
—Essay on the Doctrine of Development. 

** We are g\ad to see this book. It is one of thn kind which the aire requimi, and we 
are happy to believe, it is also seeking. Thorp ar«» e-trr<}8t minds and honest hearts, ia 
mwy religious denoounation, who see the evils grormr oui of the divisions in Christen- 
dom, and who are seriously inquiring whether these thi%.tc» ought to he. The result of 
amah an investigation, undertukou with such a purp<M4> i»a» hardly be doubtful. It will 
be a conviction that 'God is not the author of confusion out of order;' that He has 
butituted but one Body as the Church ; and that all who are uot in communion with this 
Body, of which Christ is the head, are in what the Scriptures call schism. Having arrived 
«t this point, the vital question comes, what is the Church ? Whore can bo found those 
s^gns of a Divinely organized Body, which, originating in the appointment of Christ, has 
eontinued to this day, and thus gives assurance that he has been with it according to his 
l^romiee, is with it, and will continue to be with it, 'even uuto the end of the world V To 
thoee who are seeking for instruction, that their judgment may be guided to a right deter- 
.mination of this question, we recommend this limely book. The subject of it is, *The 
CiiCKCH or Goo; its Vistbility, Ministry, Unity, and Wobsiiif.' 

** Wo are glad to see that the raverond author has devoted one chapter to the ' Develop- 
Meats of Modern Systems.' The argument derived from this subject is calculated mora 
than any other, we think, to lead men to discover the errors and unsoundness, and insulli- 
ciaiicy of those systems. They cannot stand, in the jud^'ment of sober-minded seekers 
^lar truth, with their division!}, vascillations and heresieu; before the Scriptural truth. 
Apostolic order, regular Succession, and uninterrupted continuance of the 'Holy CatboUo 
CLareh.* '^— ifoniier of the Orota 



WHAT IS CRISTIANITY? 

BY THOMAS VOWLER SHORT, 
One volume, 12mo. 50c. 

*■ ladistinetneM on religions subjects is a groat evil, particularly to the young ; bat tha> 
^Of ical eloarness does not always lead to Christian edification and practical holiness. Il 
kas bean the endeavor of the author to combine diMinct viears ou the leading tenets ol 
Ckristiauity with that earnestness, without which religion is apt to dwindle into a mere 
form. He nas tried to place btsfure his reutlers not words only, but ideas- to give them 
that which might guide them in the path to heaven— to impress ou them the Aindamaatsl 
lr«thsor aw holy mhli— and to poiat out how tbis fuitk should show forth ks elTecU ia tka 
•enrraMoa oi Iifb." 



DevotwHot Works, publithed by Stafford if Stooris. 
JENKS' DEVOTIONS, 

ALTERED AND IMPROVED 

^Y THE REV. CHARLES SIMEON, M. A^ 

FELLOW OF kino's COLLBOE, CAMBRIDGE. 

From the 33<2 London edition. One volume. ISmo. 50c. 
* Its dintii^iahiiig excellency is, that far tlte greater part of the Prayons RpmRsr to Iwn 
MM p^«W*d Mid not wriMtn, There is a 8pirit of humiliation iu them, which is adoiiift' 
My luitoJ to express tho Heiitiiiieuts and feelings of a contrite heart. There is alik • 
inrtror of devotiun in them, wiiicb cnn scarcely fail of kindliu? a corresponding flasM tM 
flu breasts of thora who use thoui. But it is needless to pronounce an eulogy on a iKMk 
Mm Talue of which bus bean already te«tcd by the solo of moMy myrituU," 



NELSON ON DEVOTION. 

THE PRACTICE OF TRUE DEVOTION, 

W RELAllON TO THE KND, AS WELL AS THE MEANS OF REUGION 
WITH AN OFFICE FOR THE HOLY COMMUNION: 

BY ROBERT NELSON, ESQ. 
One volume, ISnw, 50c. 



HOBART^S CHRISTIANAS MANUAL. 

THE CHRISTIAN'S MANUAL 
OF FAITH AND DEVOTION, 

Cov-aiuiog Dialosnies and Prayera suited to the Various Exerercises of tlw 
Christian Life, and an Exhortation to Ejaculatnry Prayer, with 
Fonna of Eiacnlutory and Other Praver*. 

BY JOHN HENRY HOBART, D. D., 

BISHOP OF THE DIOCESE OF NEW-VORK. 

One thick ISmo . volume , 63c, 
** Tts object is to exhibit and enforce the various exercises, datiee, ami 
privileges of the Clirislian life, to awaken the careless; to excite the loka* 
wtjrm ; and to instruct and comfort the penitent believer." 



THE COMMUNICANT'S MANUAL. 

COSTAININO THK ORDKR FOR THK ADMI.VISTUATION OF 

THE HOLY COMMUNION. 

BY THE LATE BISHOP HOBART, OF NEW-YORK. 

TO WHICH ARE ADDKD 

PRAYERS AND MKDITATrONS, 
BY BISHOPS TAYLOR, BEVERIDGE, AND OTHERS. 

A Oeautfful 7niniature cditian, 31c. 



PASSI ON WEEK: 

THREE SERMONS OF LANCELOT ANDREWES, 

BISHOP OF WINCHKSTKR, 

ON THE PASSION OF OUR LORD. 

TO WHICH ARK ADDKD 

EXTRACTS FROM HIS DEVOTIONS. 

One volume. V^mo. 3Sc, 

** The author was a man of prayer, 'full of faith and of the Holy Gbott}' his thoofflrti 
»«n0 oCte** o/' tfao things of God, aud Ui« life was of as high an order at hi* thoiuiiU. Ii 
9a$ glvle 19 •onieivliat old, yet ii is (\&\\ of Yife axvd oo^uv «a^ x2&% xasSAMe tW^\ ^nl lo hta 
iM» Aeh ^igUi, kiM theuM is ever iw«, «&4 Oio»iW cmaanu iae«%t« «6en^A%:» 



DeootumaX Workt, jmMuhed by Stanford tp Swonu. 
TREATISE ON THE LORD'S SUPPER, 

DESIGNED AS A GUIDE AND 

COMPANION TO THE HOLY COMMUNION. 
BY THE REV. EDWARD BICKERSTETH, 

d adapted to the Services of the Protestant Episcopal Chmfxh 
in the United States, 
BY THE REV. LEWIS i\ W. BALCH, 
Rector of St. Bartholomew's Church, N. Y. 

One handsome volume. 12mo. 75c. 
CONTENTS.— Part I.— Chap. 1. The Appointment of the Lord's Sujjp.jr 
—8. The Atonement made by tiie Death of Christ — 3. Our Faith in Chri«f ■ 
AtOllelIl0n^^. On the New Covenant — 5. The Design of the Lord's Supper 
—6. The Obligation to Receive the Lord's Supper — 7. Answers to t^^e Ex- 
BQses commooly made for not Coming to the Lord's Supper — 8. Ov Receiv 
bg Unworthily — 9. On the Benefits connected with a Due Rece)?'jon of the 
Lord's Supper— 10. The Happiness which would follow its Oeueral and 
Devont Observance — 11. On Communion with Christ and Kis People on 
EKili-r>12. On the Heavenly Communion to be Hereafter enjoyed with 
our Lord Part II. — Chap. 1. On Preparation for the Lord's Supper— 2. 
Helps for Self-Examination, and Prayers — 3. Meditcdons Preparatonr to 
tfie ItfOrd's Supper. — 4. Hints for the Regulation pud Employment of the 
Ifiad during the Communion Service — 5. On the Communion Service of tin 
Chnrch-— 6. On the Remembrance of Christ at I'^e Lord*s Table — 7. Medi^ 
lltiuM daring the Communion — 8. Texts selected for Meditation, and 
■cranged under different Heads — 9, Meditat^jns and Prayers after Receiving 
—10. Psalms and Hymns suited to the Lord's Sapper — 11. The Due Im:- 
IMO^remeut of the Lord's Supper. 

■^ It ip isdead a eause of devout thaDkftiI'«est, that bookn like ' Bickeratcth** Troathe 
iB we. Lord** Supper ' are in Kuch demand. And a fervent Prayer is offered to God, that 
fm yate i lo oniightea the hearts of men on the subject of the Holy Communion, majr 
HMHTt Um f racioua bleesiug, until the time come when all * shall be devoutly and reli- 
' f dispoeed to receive the want :^rafortuble sacrament of the Body and Blood of 
I io ranembranee of His meritorious Death and Passion, whereby alone wa obtaia 
I of our aiiia, .uid are made partakers of the kingdom oi heaven. * " 



NEW MANUAL OF DEVOTIONS, 

IN THREE PARTS. 
Containing Prayers for Families and Private Persons : Offices of Humiliatkn 
— Ibrthe Sick — for Womon — for the Holy CommuiiioA — with Oc- 
casional Prayers. 

COaBKCTED AND ENLARGED BY THE BIGHT BEV 

LEVI SILLIMAN IVES, D.D., 

Bivhop of the Diocese of North-Carolina. 

TO WHICH IS ADDED, 

A FRIENDLY VISIT TO TITE HOUSE OF MOURNING. 
BY THE REV. RICHARD CECIL, M. A. 
One large 12m o. volume. $1.00. 
" ThvTolame here presented to the public, contains forms suited to tB 
**'* • in whicli human beings may be placed, and almost all conoeivifala 
V of tbeir dnumstances, in a stylo well adapted to the ninpUei^ of' 
I iBid genuine piety.** 



ValtuMe Works, published by Stanford t^ Swords. 
HOBART'S STATE OF THE DEPARTED 

THE STATE OF THE DEPARTED. 

BY JOHN HENRY HOBART, D, D. 

BISHOP OE THK PROT. EPI8. CHDRCH IN THE DIOCESE OF KEW-TORK. 

Fourth Edition. One Volume. 12mo. 50c. 

" This little volume, pp. 139, containt an address delivered by Bishop HdMrt at tht 
vneral of Bishop Moore, of New-York, in 1816 : also, a * Dissortatioa on the Stale of De 
parted Spirits, aud the Descent of Chri(<t iuto Hell ;' written by Bishop Hobart, in eoBse 
qaeBca of exceptions having been taken to his Aineral address. The dissertatkm k 
published as last revised by the Rifrht Reverend author. Those who wish to inibrai 
Ihemsolves upon this subject, will find in this book as good a treatise upon it as tlugr will 
piobably ever meet with.^ — Banner of the Crosa. 

**Tha larger portion of this volume is occupied by 'A Dissertation on the State of 
Departed Spirits, aud the Descent of Chrbt into HelP — in which tbat subject is dlscuMd 
with much clearness of sttitcmont. and Ailuess and force of reasonin|p— presentinf ths 
whole argumcut ou the nide adopted by the Bishop with an effect and in a coapass boI 
elsewhere, we believe, to be found in our langua:?e.**— iSoNtAem Okmrckman. 

** Perhaps the best dis»ertatioa on the very important question as to the state of tht 
departed, is this one of tlie lamented Bishop Hobart, in which the whole sabjeetii 
thoroughly cx.-unined.'' — Providence Atlas. 

**The publishers of this valuable work have at last given us an edition in a style toae- 
thing like what its merits demand. As it forms one of the volumes prescrilxed by the 
House t>f Bifhops iu tiie course of study for candidntps for Holy Orders, it is quite super- 
fluouii for us to coniinund it." — Young Ckurchman^s Miscellany. 

" This work of tho Into Bishop Hoburt, is published at a very seasonable time, when 
every doctrine of the Church is calii^d iu question. It was occasioned by the Bishop's 
sermon ou tiie death of his predecessor. Bishop Moure of New-York, and is an unanswer- 
able dpfcuce of the doctrine of the inti;ruiediate btate. Extracts are given ai well firoia 
the writinjs of Dis^entcr8 us from those of the Anglican Church ; and the distinctioa 
between it and the Romish doctrine of purgatory is clearly pointed out Tje present 
edition is beautifully got up, the paper excellent, and the tvpe clear and good; uid u 
the work itself is us<>d as a text book in the General Theological Seminary of the Church, 
we have no doubt the sale thereof will be even more rapid than it has been from its first 
Appearance, aud speedily repay the firm who have issued it in so creditable a style.'*^ 
hutional Press. 



WYATT^S PARTING SPIRIT^S ADDRESS. 

THE PARTING SPIRlfS ADDRESS TO HIS MOTHER. 

BY REV. WM. EDWARD WYATT, D. D., 

RECTOK OF 8T. FAUL'S PABISH, BALTIBCOBB. 

Fou th Edition, One Volume, ISmo. paper. 13c. 

" We regai^ thi? as one of the most touchin? and beautiful things which we have eter 

- »dl; equally souud and judicious, it is calculated to diffuse comfort throagh the bmmu*- 

ing konie which has been borelt of ?ome briifht flower transplanted from thi# sterile earth 

io fM« FatBdiae of God.*' — Younff Churchman^s Miscellany. 

**A fourth edition of this bcautifuX and lender \\U\q iVan^; has been issued. Erer^ 

naMat who Ijom lost an engaging Uu\a ctiWd, wV\\ t«ad \^\* «iita\naa\A\v\\\,%Vnclw»ih 

Lr0fy iaUrv0t,»'^JlbaHtf Spectator 



Vabuible Work*, published hy Stanford S^ Steorii. 
PERRANZABULOEj 



Q 

I— 

o 

w 

o 

& 
W 
C) 

QQ 
O 

» 

Eh 



C9 



M 



SB 







H 

i 



e Si 



5 
S 
8 






64 



Ancient Cross or St Pieran in the Sand 

One volume. 12mo. 75c. 

** A ftarther examination of tiiis> work has confirmed our opinion, and made us desirato 
•iMnta o«r testiuioiiy, that it is truly a Proteiitant History, writtpn in a most rttractivs 
jla. When we first saw it, we did not suppodc i: was poiisiblo for any one to inv<wt so 
ira^bare a subject with any de.!rrno of novel interest. But we were mistaken, and wa 
Vflad to be able to express the bpiuion, thut the publishers have done well to select it. 
he title i« similar but most appropriiitfi, and the incidents connected with it are dioai 
ifenioualy made the basis of the whole history.— iJ;it«c<7/ra/ Recorder. 

** We trust ail our readers wi 1 forthwith 'luy this hook and read it. It will Airnish an 
Tectual antidote to all :he heretical t-asl \x hiicd upon the unwary, the evident intention 
r which u to palliate Roman corruption un iho specious ground of chamtt." — Pr»t*at» 
•t <7ihircAiiMii. 

** Clear in its style and sound in its influenr.n, it is a complete Protestant history, wHt> 
in by one who hoa invested the almost tbrnadl>are sbuject with a novel interest, aud it if 
all ealenlated as an antidote to the many h»)rutical volumes which have from time t* 
OM Auciuateil the unwary and Ii>d the mind captive to corrupt and nnscriptural doe* 
iaea.— Jaalem Svening Transcript. 

* It i« an intereatiug book to uli interested in antiquities, Church history and polity ** 

jr. r. OmttttM. 

•* A hook which combines the fascination of romauce wviVt \.\i« Vi»Vt>a>s.^««L «ll xnA 
btwy ^^Mi9kU9 Dml^ Aiotrtittr. 



Valuable Works, puhhslied by StanJorA tf Swords. 

JACKSON'S REMAINS. 
THE LIFE AND REMAINS 

OF TH£ 

KEY. WILLIAM JACKSON. 

LATE RECTOR OF ST. PAUL'S CHURCH, LOUISVILLE. 

TTITH A 

BRIEF SKETCH OF HIS LIFE AND CHARACTER 

B T T H E 

REV. WxM. M. JACKSON. 
One handsome volume. 8vo. Si, 75. 

** The life of a laborious and dovotRd clerfryraan, presents few ineidoata to wta Iki 
attention of those who read for pai^timot (»r mere mental excitement. But to all who Ion 
to eontompiato pure character, profound and earnest piety, and thorough devotioR to di 
■enrice of Christ, a record like the one before us, is rich in attractions. 

** Many of our renders will recojniz? every lino of the fuithfiii portraiture here pn- 
wnted. The Rev. Mr. Jackson wud for many years Rector of St. Stepheu'a Charth, ii 
*hie city, and in that position his fuithfUl, judicious, z»;:iIoiifi, and sclf-denyin.i? exerdoM 
arere eminently blessed. Memoriuiti of his earnest ministry, his humble, stiintiy life, uJ 
lis abundant labors for Christ and the Church are written in many hearts in our midst, w 
-veil as in that distant field were his last years were spent. lie has left behind him a re- 
•utation which every parochial clergyman may well covet, a* his best legacy to the Church. 

'* To say that the volume before us is full of interest for the Chriistiaii reader, would be 
« speak far too coldly of its merits. It in replete with instruction of thai hi;h charactrt | 
vhich arrests the intellect while it subdues the heart. It is the more vtiluable, tnasiouci 
u it consists chiefly of the sermons and other in^itructious of tbo Christian pastor, whoM 
memorial to the Church it is, stamped with fresh and livin? interest, so that as we read, ic 
ii sometimes hard to retdize, that the lips that uttered them are now closed in death, tai 
that the soul from which they sprun? has ^one to its reward. * Beiu? dead he yet speali- 
eth;' and happy will it be for us ali.'if amidst the excitements and distractions of theat 
4mes, the excellent counsels of our departed brother shall impress us with a more solens 
•ense of the exalted duties and awful responsibilities of th^miuistry of reconciliation in tiw 
Church of the livin:^ God." — Protestant Churchman. 

''This is the title of a larsre, handsomely printed volume, from the press of Stanford sod 
(Swords, containing a brief biographical memoir of the Inte Rector of St. Paul's CharcU 
Luuisville, Ky., together with extracts from his letters, the sermon preached on occasion «f 
his funeral, by Bishop Smith, minutes of conversation, sermons, and variouH frajrments, tki 
eoUection and publication of which was earnestly desired by a largo number of h * frie»b 
anJ parishioners. 

** The character which is described in this volume is eminently that of a Christina minU 
ter, and though the seeker ader bold adventure, or vivid incident, may not find within itr 

Eagcs the material for gratifying his peculiar tastes, the record of a good nianV life canast 
e read without interest or profit, even though there be little in it of the startling or tht 
adventurous. Wo earnestly commend this volume therefore to the atteutioa of our read* 
9n:'^Eveninff Gazette. 

- "This is the title ol'a very handsome octave Volume, which has been recently pablfaM 
in New- York. It is well printed on fine paper, and is embellished with a portrait whkk 
will strike all who remember how the lamented original looked, as an excellent HkeaoMi 
The volume consists of a memoir of Mr. Jackson, a selection from his sermons and lettsni 
and extracts from his writings. It is a worthy tribute to the memory of a good raao U 
Ibis co.Tinninity uo recommendation Uivece«sary to induce persons to purchaSo such a fsl j 
111110. Of^TOursfl his numerous friends and aAmxT^TmWWmXvaVk vo^^'^Iy UuMMMlvig wit ■ 
eopim of tta,. work "—LowtvilU Jmt^naL ^ 



J/tvo^umfll Works, published by Stanford Sf SwonU 

WILBERFORCE'S PRAYERS. 

FAMILY PRAYERS, 

^ BT THE I^TX 

WILLIAM WILBERFORCE, ESQ. 

EDITED BT HIS SON, 

EOBEHT ISAAC WILBERFORCE, M. A 

TO WHICH ABE ADDED, 

PRAYERS BY THE REV. JOHN SWETE, D. D. 
One volume ISmo, cloth, 25c, 

" That the habit of family derseV^n is not inconsistent with the most xealoiv and ttWt* 
'tted diatihaira of public duty is evincj:! bv the example which the author of theae Pmr- 
I afforded. His singular union, indeed, or:>*'ivate religion and public usefulness, majr n 
nt measnre be attributed to that state of miu J of which this custom was at once a eaiiM 
ind a consequence. The Grecian colonists, whose more polished manners, and the iIb* 

eicity of whose native speech, were endangered through the contaminations of barbariui 
terconrse, by assembling at stated seasons, to confess their degeneracy, and revive tiM 
thought of purer times, retained as well the language which was their common bond, as tlM 
auperiority which was the birth-right of their race. Amidst the increasing turmoil of our 
dojs, the ciutom of daily worship may be looked to by Chrutians for a similar result. It 
has been shown, indeed, that this practice comes commended by the exjperience of fbnner 
times. But if it were needed in a period of quiet and repose, how much more amidst tb« 
agitation by which our cities are now convulsed, and which shakes even the villages of 
our land ! In tranquil days, the disciples were comforted by the preseuce of Christ ; bat 
it was amidst the waves of Gennesarot that they learned to appreciate that power which 
eouM hush the stormy elements into rest. It was when neither sun nor stars for many 
di^ appeared, and no small tempest lay upon him, that the captive apostle co ild be 
•f food cheer, because there was with him the angel of that God, whose he was and whoi% 
iMMrved." 



THORNTONS'S PRAYERS. 

FAMILY PRAYERS, 

AND 

PRAYERS ON THE TEN COMMAx\DMENTS. 

TO WHICH IS ADDED, 

A FAMILY COMMENTARY UPON THE SERMON ON THE MOUNT 

BY THE LATE 

HENRY THORNTON, ESQ., M. P. 

EDITKD BY THE 

RIGHT REV. MANTON EASTBURN, D. D., 
Bishop of Massachusetts. 

One 7i and some volume. 12m o , 75c. 

•* The present volume contains two works, which have been separately published In Bofw 
land ; the Family Commentary on the Sermon on the Mount having appeared there, aboat 
a year after the first edition of the Family Prayers. The arrangement now adopted wjl 
it is thought, be found convenient for domestic worship ; as combining within the aam^ 
volume a Manual of prayer, and portions of scriptural exposition for reading. 

«• It may seem presumptuous in the Editor to soy any thing by way of introduction to 
productions bearing on their title-page the name of Thohnton : — a name, familiar not to 
England only, but to the world ; and indissolubly associated with our thoughts of whatevn 
b enlarged in Christian b<mcficcuce, sound in religious views, and beautiful in consistency 
of daily pructirr. lie will take the lil)crty, however, of simply saying, that in regard tc 
the Family Prayers, that, without nt all dctructiu^ frum the merit uf other works of t!*u 
same description, they app<>nr to hitn to )irf^8crve, in a remarkable dcifroe, tlie difllcult and 
happy medium between vcrboscnesis on che one hand, and a cold coiiciitpuecson the other. 
It IS believed that none can UbC them, without feclinrr that thcA' impart a spirit of grati* 
tado and sclf-huroiliation. They are what prayers bhould be,— lorvcht, and yet perfectly 
■impfe. 

** The Commentary upon the Sermon on the Mount, is remarkable t.\vcc»>&siAA\X ^m 
tho pitilbuttd uisight into human nature wh\ch \\ voxmSxaXa \ tot Vu cVa^t «i3c£&s>Stfi».^^^ 
Atod^m^otal truths of the irocpel : and for lUa fti\lA\(\»V\kwm,\«iuf«\>y , «»^ «i.^^ *^S5«SI3& 
Am true rf.6ttrin'*nt and dignity uf th<* U-^V^'^^c m v^\V\\^Vx \i*\t»^VT\\«>\<^w>^r* «.'««^'*^^^ 



VaXuMt Works, pullished hy Stanford 4" Swordi. 

SPENCER'S ENGLISH REFORMATION. 
BISTORT OF THE BEFORIOATION nv ENOLABID. 

BY THE 

REV. J. A. SPENCER, A. M. 

*AinnioR or nu chustxan xnstbuctzd in thk ways or thb cospxi. anb tmm 

CHUUCIl." 

One Volufne. IQfJio, 50c. 

'*The author 'claimi to have carefully sought exactness and precisiou in re|pard to (actt 
and circumstances; to have coustulted every writer witiiiu his reach, iii order to verify tk« 
•tatement made in the text; to have endeavored to be strictly just and fair towards «U 
parties and persons; and to have set forth the public acts of the Church and State •■ 
ikithAilly as he was able, and as fully as the limits of the volume would admit.* W« 
regard it as of especial importauce at this times, that the causes which led to the refonaa 
lion of the Church in England, should be well uudcrslooil. There are many persous to 
whom the larger histories olt it are not accessible, aud who would not have time to titudy 
them if they were. To such, and to the youug learner, this little book of 200 pages ww 
impart much U9ef\il informution upon that interesting era in the history of the Ciiureh.* 
'^Banner of the Croat. 

*• A Judicious aud faithful treatise on the Reformation in Kngland, admirably adapted 
for families and for Sunday School libraries. Although nlto^^ether unpretemliiig, it is 

rirecisely one of the liooks most fitted to do good, in the tunes upon which we have fallen, 
t tells the trutii, clearly, fairly, aud honestly. * * * When such desperate and uu- 
eeasing cflorts are made lUI around us to villify the Reformation, it is the duty of every 
Churchman, not only to inform himself on the subject, but lo see that the truth is broucbl 
to bear upon the minds of his children, wiio ni;iy soon bo called to a fiercer and more 
earnest struggle to maintain if than any to which he himself is summoned. — ProttstaiU 
Churchman. 

" An arcoptahle contribution to ecelcMiastical literature. The author throws into cod- 
trast the leading principles ct( Protehtantisra with the past aud existing elements of 
Romanism, aud exhibits their opposite leudeucies with much force. The historical por- 
tiou of the work is, from the size of the volume, necessarily much condensed. The promi- 
nence given to the great principles involved, however, atones for this, while as a portable 
and not expent-ive volume, it will reach tliof^c to whom larger works of the kiud ar* 
iaacces8ible."-j-iV. Y. Commercial Advertiser. 

" This is a most opportune publication. The times demand a return to the principles 
of the great Reform, aud the people are laudably anxious to know what those princi- 
ples are. So much discussion is abroad, so many various assertions are made, aud M 
much confidence is mauifested by persous of very ditfcrent sentiments in the truth af 
their opinions, that it is essential to go to the fountain head aud ascertain by the faetM •/ 
ikistory just where aud what the truth really is. It is this object which (he author of thu 
volume has had in view ; it has been his aim to present fact*, and not mere opinions, lo 

Jfive evidence, and not barely his view of the Roform.ition and its principles. It is this 
Miture which we particularly admire in this volume, and which we commend eapecuJlj 
Cu our readers ; for though Mr. Sl^ncer's own views are decided, he d(»es not obtruM 
them upon those who peruse his hi>tory ; ho gives them a succinct, clear, Well-digested 
•tatement of the acts of the Church aud State, and leaves the rouder lo draw his owa 
couclusion. We are not aware that in a single instance Mr. S. oversteps tiie true boviiA 
by which the historian ou\;ht to be reKtruined. 

"The literary and mechanical execution of this volume arc of the first order. Mr. B. 

writes easily, fluently and vigorously, and occasionally his subject warms into eloquenen 

7*ho publishers deservo great credit for the t-tylc in which they have issued the book, nol 

mora than for the very low price a\ w\v\c\v \\\e.y o^^t \\. ^ot %«vV^i,\w order, we are confident, 

to ipive it that wide circulation wVuuVi ihe iAo\ueuvo<x« u^l^.\kY« ^^ ^« «vi!G^\«c\. <" 



YaluahU Works, published by Stanford if Stoords, 

RECANTATION, 

Bscuiiatioiiy mr, the Oanfiunons of a Convert to 

A TALE OF DOMESTIC AND RELIGIOUS LIFE IN ITALl 

X0IT£D BY 

REV. WM. INGRAHAM KIP. 
One Iiandsome volume, IGnio. 63c. 

••Thif votum* is a reprint of one published in London during the last year. A (Head 
placed it in the hands of the editor, because iroin his acquaintance with the scenes iu 
which the story is laid, and the opportunities he had enjoyed of gaining some knowledge 
of the tone of thought and feeling prevailing in Italian society, it waHbelieved ho might 
be able to decide on the justness of its claims to be taken as a faithful picture. To the 
idelity of the author's description of places, the Editor can boar his unhesitating testimony. 
Almost every pa^e arrayed before him some scene associated with the pleasant hours he 
•pent in elasaic Italy. The stately palaces of fuscinatin/r Florence— the woody hill of 
Fiesole, where Milton mused and wrote— the peaceful valleys of 'leafy Vallambrosa'^ 
the animated walks of the Cusciue — the treasures of the Pitti Polaoe — the splendor of the 
Ducal Court— the beautiful scenery of luxuriant Tuscany — all, are called up again to 
Bwnu>rv by the allusions of this narrative. And mingled with these came less pleasing 
reoMrabrances of superstitious such as are here portrayed, and the turveillance of a 
religious despotism before which all trembled. Tho scoflTing, iufiilol tone of some of these 
conversations is not imaginary. The Editor has himself hoard it, when men uttered to 
him, a foreigner, what they would not dare to speak to their own countrymen, and even 
then declared their unbelief in the system under which they were forced to live, 
' in bondsmen's key. 
With bated breath and whispering foarfulness.' 
He feels, therefore, that the whole air of this work is truthful, and as such he would nom- 
■lend it to his young countrywomen." — Rev. W. I. Kip. 

" This is a work of fiction. The subject of it was uu En^li^h lady who oltandoned the 
fltith of the Church of England, which was in the way of her marriage with an Italian 
nobleman ; the marriage was consummated ; she lived uuha])pily ; renounced her connec- 
tion with the Church of Rome, and returned to her former faith. It will be a popular 
book, no doubt.'* — Bemntr oftlu Crott. 

** The work has a peculiar interest, apart from its merits as a composition, and wili be ' 
read probably by both Roman Catholics and Protestants." — Rxprtaa. 

** We have been more deeply interested in this neatly got up and well printed volume 
than we had any expectatiou of when we commenced. It relates to a topic of great interest 
at the present time, and will, we trust, be the means of loading parents to consider the 
dangerous fascinations of Romanism as presented by Jesuits and studied upologisu, and 
how easily the ignorant are led to believe its lying absurdities. We bog to add our testi- 
mony to that of the accomplished editor of the volume in favor of its truthfulness and 
Surness. Indeed we mi^sht go much Airther and declare that from some slight acquaint- 
«nee with Italian lift and manners, we think the author has imder stated the trjlh iu 
regard to the practical infidelity of the better informed in the Romish Church. Such is 
eertainly our opinion. However that may be, we commend the volume to the thougbtAil 
perusal of our readers.** — Young Churchman's Afincellany, 

**A seasonable and valuable work."— £0eatii^ Oazette. 

*' This is a beautifully printed volume. The title sufficiently explains the nature of the 
work, and the object for which it is designed." — Southern ChurrJiman. 

**Of the theology of this work, our neutrality forbids us to speak; but of its literary 
merits we can and meat speak favorably. It is a tale of domohtic and religious life iu 
Italy, by one who has seen all that is here described. The allusions are redolent with 
classic sweets. The book is artistically got up by the trade." — X Y. Sun. 

w We have not read this work, but some of our Protestant friends, who have read It 
amj that it ii a charming book { that it gives a more perfect insight into the interior of 
Italian eoeiety, than any book recently published ; that »he story is well told and th«. 
interest is mainuined to the last t and that the lover* of CkUuVL t.Tvl>2&«\!Qn«K% «^\x>«92^'«'^ 
be am» gnti§9d by Jtt periuaL'*— XtOitisvilU Jowmol. 
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